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Dfr 

•* ■" TO 

MY SURVIVING CORRESPONDENTS. 



TO You, my dear Friends, whoafe 
affection has been the cordial of my life 
and whose sympathy has been the solace of 
my afflictions; to you, whom neither ab- 
sence, distance, nor the revolution of years 
have estranged from me; you, whom the 
influx of prosperity never raised above me, 
and who never withheld the consideration 
which mind pays to mind, from the darkest 
hour of my adversity; To you I inscribe 
these Letters, which you have kindly per- 
mitted me to illuminate willi names, which 
VOL. I. b accredit 
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accfredit the writer, and totally destroy the 
unjust surmise, — that you are all *^ like 
some gay creatures of the element, the 
creation of an exuberant fancy." To those 
ivho could suppose me capable of such an 
imposition, I only wish that, by being con* 
nected by ties as tender, with minds as 
estimable, they may be convinced of the 
possibility of your existence. 



ANNE GRANT. 
Melville Place, 
January 27, 1807. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

rrt) THE ¥IR»T EDITION* 

Lest any of my readers should in lulge 
the expectation of meeting, in the ensuing: 
pages, either ingenious tiction or amusing 
narrative, it is but candid to undeceive 
them. 

The simple and careless Letters here 
offered to the public, carry in themselves 
the evidences of originality. They are 
genuine, but broken and interrupted sketche» 
of a life spent in the most remote obscurity.. 
Of tlie little interest such sketches might 
possess, much is lost by the necessity of 
withholding those parts which contained most 
of narrative and anecdote. 

Why letters should be published at all^ 
comprehending so little to excite interest 
or gi'atify curiosity, is a question that natu- 
rally suggests itself. It cannot be truljt 
laaidthat the gratification of the reader could 
form an adequate motive for their publican 
tion : and, from the nature of them, it is 
b2 obvbui 
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Yin 4^dvertiseme:nt to 

obvious that the unknown author could have 
nb purpose of vanity to answer by it. Yet 
may not a picture, seldom drawn, peculiar 
in its shades and scenery, true to nature, and 
chastely coloured ; may not such a picture 
amuse, for a while, the leisure of the idle and 
contemplative? — and it is hoped, that the 
images here offered of untutored sentiment, 
of the tastes, the feelings, and habits of 
those, who, in the secret shades of privacy, 
cultivate the simple duties and kindly affec- 
tions of domestic life, may not be without 
utility. 

The soul that rises above its condition, 
and feels undefined and painful aspirations 
aftfer unattainable elegance and refinement, 
may here find an inducement to remain in 
safe obscurity, contented with the love of 
truth, of nature, and the 

. " Humanising Muse;'' 

while those distinguished beings, who are 
at once the favourites of nature and of 
fortune, may learn to look with complacency 
on their fellow-minds in the vale of hfe, and 
to know that they too have their enjoy- 
ments. 

• The 
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THE FIRST EDITION-. ix 

The hope of such a result might, in some 
degree, console the writer of "Letters 
from the Mountains," for the painful cir- 
cumstance that has elicited <heir publica- 
tion» 

March 18, IHO6. 



Advertisement 

TO TH5 SECOND EDITION. 

When the Writer of these Letters wa# 
impelled to submit them to the public eye, 
unknown, unpatronized, nameless, without 
partial review or favourable critic, or any 
prop visible or invisible, her pix)spefct of 
succeeding was very faint and dubious. 
Her only hope, of even partial attention, 
was founded upon that love of truth, which, 
for the best moral purposes, is implanted ir^ 
the human heart; that generous insttoct, 
which lives in the unsophisticated mind, and 
whicii feels and acknowledges the language 

of 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ADVERTISEMENT TO 



of nature and native feeling, whei^ver it ii* 
heard. Reality, in short, was the prop on 
which I leant; and it has not deceived 
me. Minds rich in every intellectual en- 
dowment, \^'hose talents give brilliancy to 
their virtues, and whose virtues give soli- 
dity, value, and effect, to their talents; 
minds, to which even the worthy and the 
wise have been accustomed to look up to for 
light, have shed the lustre of their appro- 
bation on the simple sketches of narrative 
and description, the artless effusions of the 
heart and imagination, which constitute the 
whole interest of the foUowmg selection. It 
k for such minds as these to distinguish the 
durable pencil of truth fiom the water- 
colours of iic^on ; and it is not for tlieir 
satisfaction, but to carry conviction home to 
a different and inferior class of readers, that 
the undeniable proofs of a genuine correspou- 
dence are about to appear in a second 
edition. This edition, drawn forth by the 
generoua encouragement of those M'hom the 
public voice Bas ranked among the worthy 
and the wise^ is not, like ttie former^ 
Sfttended by the severei th^ nameless jisings 

of 
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THE SrCOift) EDITION. xi 

of anxious diffidence. Yet, m the present 
case, how oppressive is gratitude, and how 
painful is self-denial. With what delight, 
were it permitted me, or could my voice 
confer distinction, should I enumerate my 
patrons ; but more especially my patronesses. 
Cheered by their applause, exalted by their 
esteem, and essentially benefited by their 
liberality, it would be a proud triumph 
indeed, were I at liberty to name tlK)se vir- 
tuous, elegant, and enlightened females, of 
whom it is not enough to say, that they do 
Jionour to England, as they are indeed an 
ornament to human nature. If one durst 
draw forth retiring worth from its chosen 
privacy, I should be tempted to boast, that 
the same elegant and amiable mind which 
captivated Cowper in its epistolary effu- 
sions (which he declared to excel any others 
69 the kind he had met with), I should 
boast, I say, that the same nlind had 
exerted its active beneficence, and poured 
'ferth its invaluable kindness for me. But it 
IB best to be silent on a subject where one 
must needs say too little, or be thou^t to 
say too much. 

To 
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Xll ADVERTIgEMENT. 

To my old, beloved, and long tried 
friends, I have made a separate acknow- 
ledgement Their personal appearance in 
my behalf may perhaps have the effect of 
swelling affected coiltempt into real envy. 
Yet 'tis rather hard, that they should be 
reduced to the necessity so humorously 
described in the fable, where the critics 
so often contemned the likeness which the 
painter had drawn, that he was forced, for the 
vindication of his art, to desire the original 
to exhibit his countenance through the can- 
vass ; — thb too they declared no likeness, till 
the man spoke out to the utter confusion of 
criticism. 

^fay 14, 1807. 
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THE MOUNTAINS. 



LETTER I. 



TO MISS EWING, OF GLASGOW*. 



Obant, April 30, 1773. 

T HAD it not in my power to fulfil my pro- 
^ mise at Inverary; however* I have taken 
the first opportunity of troubling you with 
the recital of my trifling adventures^ if such 
they may be called. After I parted with 
you, I was too much engrossed by thinking 

• Now Mrs. Smith, of Jordan-Hill; the early and 
faithful Friend of the Author of these Letters^ 

t Oban is now become a large and flourishing 
village; it is the capital of Lorn, in Argyleshire. 

VOL. I. B of 
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2 LETTERS FROM 

of the dear friends I had left at Dumbarton, 
to make many observations. How good it was 
in your aunt to treat you and Harriet* with 
this excursion, which lingered out the pain- 
ful parting hour so much longer. Alas ! it is 
a bleak prospect for a poor traveller, scarce 
seventeen, to go she knows not where, to do 
she knows »ot what, and live with she knows 
not whom. But, I carry my affections and 
my hopes with me. We shall meet again, 
and tliat as people do in heaven, with in- 
creased love and knowledge. 

When I begari to recover my spirits, and 
look about me, I was greatly pleased with 
the romantically variegated banks of Loch 
Lomond. Luse, with all its evergreens re- 
flected in the purest of mirrors, enchants me ; 
diere is a peaceful ^oom about it that reminds 
me of what I used to feel, when musing be- 

'* Henrietta Reid was a very amiable and deserv- 
ing yoting creature, connected by marriage with 
Miss Ewing; and by the mor^ endeared intimacy 
both with her and the Author. This triple cord 
was nev€lr slackened by difference or distance of 
situation, but continued unbroken till the conclusion 
of that excellent person's life. 

tween 
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THE MOUNTAIJfS. 3 

tween tte Fir Park and the fiisfai^ s Castle 
at the Cathedral. I belie ve one gpeat reason 
of my preference of you and our dear H. 
above every body, was, that you seemed to 
feel aiKl think as I did c^that favourite piaca 
I can always get people to laugh m^ me, 
and I like to laugh too^ at times; but the 
difficult thing is to get one '^soft, modest, 
melancholy female fair/' that will be grave 
with me, and enter into my serious and so*- 
lenm reflections, when I have them. 

I tliink, if there was such a tiling ^Ofr- 
able^ or what is the same thing, fashionable^ 
a nunnery (a protestant ope, remeniber) 
might be very agreeably situated here. 
What would you think of such^ scheme? 
Do not mistake me; I would not aitogethar 
intend liis for a place of pemance and mon- 
tification, but, rather as an asylum firom tba 
levity and dissipation of the age ; where wi 
might, uninfluenced by fashion, and. un£s^ 
turbed by pride and all the malignant pas- 
sions fhat distract the giddy multitude, enjoy 
£he tranquil pleasures pf a rural 4retJrenaei^ 
There, too, we might cultivate friendships; 
B 2 which 
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4 LETTERS FROM 

which might rest on the basis of reason, not 
only through time, but through eternity. 

I think I see you smile, and hear you 
compare me to the fox in the fable ; while 
from this solitude I rail at the lost pleasures 
of the dear town. I arrived here last night 
at eleven, after a tedious journey, in a very 
miny day, through the Mona Lin* or grey 
mountain, an endless moor, without any 
road, except a small foot-patli, through 
which our guide conducted the horses with 
dij05culty. The height of the mountain is 
prodigious. Crossing it, we were enveloped 
in the very region of storms and clouds. 
A small dreary lake, or abrupt grey crag, 
was the only variety which interrupted a 
scene, enough to fill any susceptible mind 
with awe and horror. I am now sitting, in 
the same rainy weather, in a house bn the 
irery edge of a sea, sprinkled with number- 
less islands. But I mean to give you an 

• The Mona Lin is a long dreary mountain, with- 
out any road but the path of cattle, which one 
crosses to go the direct road from Inverary to 
Oban. 

account 
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THEMOUNTAIKS. 5 

account rather of myself than of tlie countiy, 
when the fatigue and depression produced 
by yesterday's aweful journey are oyer. I 
refer you to Harriet for an account of the de- 
light with which I beheld Inverary. I don't 
know whether I ain most dazzled with the 
duke's house, which has all the antique 
grandeur of a Gothic castle, without its dis- 
mal gloom and petty incumbrances, or with 
the gaiety and fitankness of the people. But 
my fiincy was most of all struck with the- 
great beeches on the lawn, and the beautiful 
crescent which the smooth sandy shore makes 
round the bay on which the town stands. I 
am fellen in love too, deeply, hopelessly, in 
love, with the old gentleman"^; sowoiddyou, 
if you were here; he is so lively, well bred, 
and intelligent; your commercial beaux 
would appear clowns, and your military ones 
coxcombs, compared to him. Pity he is 
about seventy, and has been thrice married. 

♦ Collector Macvicar, of Oban, distoutly related 
to the Author, whose daughter Mary had the year 
before resided for some time with her family. 

B3 Mary 
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LETTERS FROM 

Mary looks very pretty, is very busy, and 
very much a housewife; she sends kind wishes 
to your eisler, wtom she likes almost as well 
as I like you. 

Farewell, affectionately, 

Anne Mac V. 



LETTER U. 



TO MX9S HAI^EJET REID, OF GLASGOW. 
Inverary, April 28, 1778. 
I My dearest H. I have been seriously 
thinkii^ all the way io Luss, how little we 
know oorselves^ and what odd beings we are. 
We\t& Balclutha* so mournful, '* thin dark- 
ness covered our be-iuty, and we looked forth 
frfiwoa our hill, like half seen stars, through 
the rainy clouds of night. The sigh of the 
manly youths awaited our departure, and we 
went away, very sad indeed." I am sure if 
St. Mungo's spire were capable of gratitude, 
it owes me some, for the many sad looks I 

• Glasgow. 

cast 
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THE MOCJNTAINS. 7 

cast back at it. I shall ever lov€ my dear 
native Balclutha, not only for what I enjoyed, 
but for what I suffered in it. What I have 
suffered was the comnoon lot of humaaity; 
what I have enjoyed was much more, for who 
ever had such friends as mine ? But now to 
our recollections. Who would have sup- 
posed, when we were at Dumbarton, that 
ever we should have dried our eyes ? Yet 
wbtn we met in the great room^ when tiie 
sea*bom swains icoak Greenock joined us, 
when ^^the flange rose from the burmng 
oak,"* we rose to serene, thence to cheerfol, 
aoEid had we not been fiM'ced to part so soon, 
we might have got up to hilarity. Then, 
when the great stru^le came, and we did 
really part, I thought my heart would break; 
and your last words sounded in my ears like 
a knell; and I thought I should not smilo 
this whole summer. I read the folded paper 
James Hall gave me to amuse me when I 
stept into the carriage, about which you 
vrere so curious; it related to real events, 
and was 

" So sad, so tender, and so true." 

B 4 Twas 
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Twas from a young man of merit and parts ; 
who, by a love marriage, had, alas! con- 
demned himself to perpetual poverty. He 
had gone to scramble among the wealth of 
England for a subsistence. Why should I 
tell of his soiTOws and disappointments? 
finally, my sister, he wrote this letter to a 
friend (probably James Hall himself) under 
those impressions which approacMng death 
inspired. That princely knight erraat^Fraiicis 
the Fiist, wrote to his mother from &e fidd 
of a lost battle : ^^ Madam, all is lost but 
honour;" good, but this is better still. ^^Tbe 
result is, all is bst but a sure confidenoe in 
the Divine mercy." And what else can a 
poor finite creature hold to, when the world 
and all that is dear and lovely in it, fades 
from his sigjit? It was a most aiiccting lener : 
J* I wept abundant, and I wept aloud." Yet, 
alas! I fear they were not such generous 
tears as you mi^t suppose. If I had not 
been so very sorry myself, I should not have 
been so easily melted. Well, now I was 
very sure I would not smile this summer, 
nor yet read any book but the Bible and the 
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THE MOUNTAINS. 9 

Ni^t Thoughts*; even the Odyssey was to 
be rejected. And thus I travelled on, so 
serious, and so sad. I was got fer beyond 
moralizmg; and then carae on s^K5h small^ 
soft, melancholy rain, and Bei) Lomond's 
great head was wrapt in such a veil of thick 
clouds, that the nearer we drew, the less we 
saw of it And as to my three friends, they 
shewed as mu(;h sense and feeling as Job's 
did, at first, whose silence, on an occasion 
which common minds would have seized to 
say common things, I always admired. In 
short the whole p^ty seemed lost in medi- 
tation, till the sight of Loch Lomond roused 
us. What a happy faculty is an actiye ima- 
gination to combat the evils of sickly sensi- 
bility! I past over all the beautiful groves 
and <x>rn fields that adorn the lower side, for 
I had seen such things before, and th^ 
brought images of happiness and tranquil&y 
which my mind could not relish in its de- 

• The Night Thoughts, and the Odyssey, were 
favourite studies among these friends, to which they 
were wont to make many serious and playful allu- 
sions. 

B 5 pressed 
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pressed state. But the solemn and melan- 
choly grandeur of the lofty dark mountains, 
and abrupt rocks tufted with heath and juni- 
per, that rose on the other side of the lake, 
and seemed to close its upper end, arrested 
my attention at once. I peopled then- nar- 
row atxi gloomy glens with those vindictive 
clans, that used to make such fatal incursions 
of oW. I thought I saw Bruce. and his faith* 
fill few ascending them, in his forced flight 
from Bute. A train of departed heroes 
seemed to pass on their clouds in long re- 
view, and, do but guess who closed the 
procession; no other than the notorious Rob 
Roy* riding up the Loch side with the lady 
he forced aw*ay, and the "twenty men in 
order," who make such a figure in the ballad. 
My mother knew the family, and tells the 
whole history of ttie transaction. The lady, 
it would appear, was too delicate a subject for 
siich a rough adventure, for she died of grief 
very soon after. I saw M. M.'s dwelling, 

♦ Rob Roy Macgregor, the kader of a train of 
banditti; the last person in Scotland who carried olf 
an heiress forcibly. 

beneatli 
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beneath romantic cliffs, and by a roaring 
stream, but I was not near enough to trace 
her stately steps. I made a happy transition 
from Rob Roy, to think of her, artd her good 
books, and her cheerful piety; such an ex- 
ample to us- all. Pray tell her I will never 
fcwget her. 

All this brought us to Luss, which I am 
too lazy to describe twic^; so must refer you 
to Bell. *But I will tell you how I took A 
pensive walk to admire Incbmarron*, and 
the setting sun, while dinner was preparing^ 
There "I chewed the food of sweet and 
bitter fancy," and fclt some of those painfid 
twitches, or spasms (are they not ?) in my 
bqreast, that remind one how much the soul 
is superior to tiie frame that is thus influenced 
by it. Dinner brought us together, convert 
Batkm grew insensibly cheerful; ourGreeaodt 

* Incbniarron is a beautiful island iii Loch Lo- 
mond, three miles long, narrow .and woody. It 
serves as a park for deer, and is the more interesting 
from being chosen sometimes as a retreat for harm- 
less maniacs, who roam at l^ge, and lodge with tb4 
Forester. 

B 6 friend 



d by Google 



12 LETTERS FBOM 

friend amused us with amphibious humour, 
such as all the west coast abounds in ; and 
before tea, your friend, who was not to relax 
a muscle this year, more than half smiled, 
and by supper time laughed outright. But 
truly mi^t I say,, that, "in the midst of 
lau^ter the heart is sad." Give me credit 
for my honesty, iniitate my sincerity, and tell 
me wnen you laughed first. In the mean 
time I will tell you something to^augh at: 
My "three friends** being engaged in a Mng 
discourse, replete with Argyleshire genealogy, 
I was for a while quite abstracted ; my Os- 
sianic mania returned with double force; 
where every blast seemed to touch a view- 
less harp; and every passing cloud, bright- 
ened with the beams of the moon, appeared 
to my mind's eye a vehicle for the shades of 
the lovely and the brave, that live in the songs 
of other times. How softly sweet, how sadly 
plaintive, were the strains that now arrested 
my attention! from the dark caverns of the 
kitchen they proceeded, and, through the 
loose disjointed floor of our apartment, they 
** Rose like a stream of rich-distiird perfume?.'^ 

This 
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This musk was both vocal and instnunentftl; 
but no such vcace, no such instnunent, had I 
ever heard. Could I sit still wten curiofiily 
^as so powerfully exdtaed ? JBdieve I did 
not, but, stesding down on tiptoe, beheld a 
great dark-browed highlander, sitting double 
over the fire, and playing^ " Mac^rigor na 
Ruara^" on two trumps^ at onoe, while a 
nymph, half hidden amongst her l^avy locks, 
was pacing backwards, turning a great wheel, 
and keepii^ time with voice and steps to his 
mournful tones. I retired, not a liilie dis- 
concerted, and dreamt all night of you and 
Malvina by turns. Spring appears here but 
in eariy infancy. Yet how can I tell you 
how mildly beautiftil tiie sun arose over the 
<itstant hills of Morven; or, with what secret 
veneration I traced the footsteps of my fathers 

♦ Jews Harps. — " Macgrigor na Ruara,'' a beau- 
tiful plaintive tune, very popular in the Highlands. 
The moomer, in a pathetic and very peculiar strain 
of poetry, laments the slaughter of an outlaw, who 
appears to have been a Grant, and rightful possessor 
of Glenlyon. A very close translation of this inte- 
resting poem is given, by the Author of these letters, 
in the 4th vol. of Mr.ThoAison'a Scottish Music. 

along 



d by Google 



14 LETTERS FROM 

along their blue gleaming lakes, or through 
their-narrovv yales. I saw, in the course of 
this morning's ride, Glenfalach, in a secret 
nook at the end of Loch Loney, I thinkit is 
called; a name signifying the hidden vale, 
and hidden it certainly is. One would think 
it a sad exile to live in one of these recesses; 
yet, by what I can gather from the conversa* 
tion of our friends, people somelK)w contrive 
to be both gay and busy here. 

We drew near Lochaw, and cauglit a 
glimpse of Barabreack, familiar to me as the 
often-described abode of my ancestors. 
Here we had a long detail of their simple 
manner of life, their humble virtues, and 
the aifecticHiate confidence that subsisted 
between them and their copartners in the 
same possession. My father delimited to 
shew us the stream where he firft caught a 
trout, and the little island which had been 
the object of his first excursion in search of 
nuts and raspberries: and I listened with 
delight to tales of other times, told with so 
much animation; I felt as proud of the 
genuis^ worth, and unstained probity of my 

ancestors, 
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-aiwestors, as if they bad been all that the 
world admires and ei)vies, and only wished 
feat I might fiot prove unworthy of them* 
I have already forgotten the name of the 
place we breakfasted at; but there our 
fellow-traveller, or attendant rather, forsook 
us; and there we picked up an original of 
quite another kind. The carriage was de- 
t£uned while one of the horses was shod^ and 
I took that opportunity of gathering some 
of the freshest primroses I had- ever seen, ^ 
from the roots of a weeping birch, that actu- 
ally " wept odorous dews" upon me, as 
I sheltered under its droc^ng branches. 
How do I love these artless bowers,, and 
how much I wish to have you with me here, 
to tell you things that no other mortal would 
understand or care for ! My walk was 
stopped by streams, whose descent into the 
lake was covered by thick shades of alder 
and hazle, that reminded me of the. creek 
where Ulysses went on sbcwre in Phaeacia, and 
then I wished I had my Odyssey €mt of the 
chaise. But, alas! no Odyssey was to be bad. 
Then X wascalled to btpeakfast, in an upper 

room, 
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room, tlie floor of which was much worse 
than that at Luss ; and indeed pervious to 
every sound. We had taken possession of 
the only tolerable room, and a newly-arrived 
traveller was heard growling for his brcak- 
fiist below. He did not swear, but was so 
fretful and querulous; so displeased with 
every thing that was given or said to him, and 
his manner of growling too was so amusing, 
he shewed so much ingenuity in discovering 
faults in every thing, that I burst out a laugh- 
ing, and said we were certainly haunted by 
the ghost of Smelfungus, of whom Sterne 
gives such an amusing accoiint By the 
bye, we had just that morning passed, ^'with - 
reverence due^^ the monument of the original 
Smelfungus, which rises near his native spot, 
beside his favourite lake, which he delights 
to desaibe in Humphrey Clinker. Tea was 
prepared, but still thunder muttered hoarse 
below. 

My father, inquiring about the stranger, 
and, finding he was a gentleman's son of 
the country, very good-naturedly sent him 
an mvitation to breakfast; for he concluded 

the 
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the house (a very poor one) could not furnish 
two breakfasts, with their apparatus (of equal 
elegance) and that this occasioned the ill 
h«mour by which we were incommoded. 
He was a student, travelling home from col- 
lege; he left all his irritabihty below, and 
came up with an air so manly, well-bred, and 
aceMdmodating, that, had we not received 
some previous intdligence of his character 
through the iioor, we should have thought 
Irij^y of him; yet, through the strong lines 
of a marl^ and sensible countenance, the 
scowl of discontent was but too obvious. 
I, who for my part detest every mode of 
se^h luxury, coiuld not endure to see a 
nature hi^[dandor make his good humour de- 
pendant on a good break&^ and was more* 
over disgusted by certain learned strictures'* 

• Among tire peculiarities of highland manners, is 
an avowed contempt for the luxuries of the table. 
A highland hunter will eat with a keeo appetite and 
suQicient discriminajlion. But were he to stop in 
any •pursuit, because it was meal time, to growl over 
ft bad dinner, or visibly exult over a good one, the 
manly dignity of his character would be considered- 
as falfen for ever. 

on 
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on new-laid eggs, wliich I am sure made no 
part of his college acquisitions. Then his 
appearance was so manly, tliat this puppy- 
ism was doubly provoking. However he 
sweetened by degrees into an agreeable and 
intelligent fellow-traveller. But, O! not a 
single spark of enthusiasm ! Ossian himself 
was never blinder, than l>e is tQ tl^ sovti* 
moving beauties of that bay^. 

Why, after tiring you and myself witk 
aich a detail, should I tell you of the hoi- 
rorfe of Glencoe, through which we travelled 
in a dismal rainy day? In one particular, 
I dare say, I ^eed with the stranger, for I 
really thou^t dinner the most interesdn^ 
event of this day s journey, not merely as a 
repaat, but the manner of it was so noveU 
There was a little inn, thatched, and humbler 
than any of the former ; we came very cold 
to it ; we found a well-swept clay floor, and 
an enlivening blaze of peats and brushwood, 
two windows looking out upon the loch we 
were to cross, aiKf a primitive old couple, 
whose fresh complexion made you wonder at 
their silver hairs. All the apparatus of fish- 



mg 
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ing and hunting were suspended in the roof; 
I thought myself in Ithaca, though Homer 
does not speak of peats or trout, and fer less 
of grouse. The people shewed an alacrity 
in welcoming us, and a concern about our 
being wQt and cold, that could not have 
been assumed. I never took such a sudden 
Kldng to people so &r out of my own way. 
I si4>po(ae we are charmed with cheerfulness 
aixd s^i^bility in old peo^, because wa 
don't expect it; and with uoservUe courtesy 
in the lower class, for the same reason* 
" How populous, ho^v vital is the grave !" 
says your favourite Young ; " lx)w populous^ 
how vital are the glens !" 1 should be tempt* 
ed to say liere : but after the " stupendous 
solitude," through which we had just passed, 
ti>e blajang hearth and kindly host Iwtd pe- 
culiar attractions. ' 

Shall I tell you of our dinner ? Never be- 
fore did I blot paper with such a detail ; but 
it is instructive to know how cheaply we may 
be pleased. On a clean table of two fir 
deals we had as clean a cloth ; trout new 
from the lake, eggs fi'esh as our student's 

heart 
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heart could wish ; kippered sahnon, fine 
new-made butter and barley-cakes, which 
we preferred to the loaf we had brought 
with u^. Smelfiingus began to mutter about 
the cookery of our trouts; I pronounced 
them very, well drest, out of pure spite; 
Ibr^ by this time, I could not endure himi 
from the pains he took to mortify the good 
peqple, and to shew us he had been used 
to lodge and dine better. I feasted, and 
was quite entranced, thinking how you wouki 
enjoy all that I enjoyed. Dear Harriet, 
how my heart longs for you, when I think 
how yours is made to share all my wild 
pleasures ! 

The boat was crossing with other passei^^ 
over the ferry, which is very wide. We 
wj^re forced to wait itt arrival two hours ; to 
me very short ones; one of diem I have 
^ven to you, for I could never tell you all 
this when tlie warm feeling of the minute 
had worn off. I have kept my promise, of 
being minute, most religiously : there is merit 
in it 

For you I have forsaken Smelfungus, 

who 



d by Google 



THE MOUNTAINS. 21 

who is yonder walking on the Loch side, in 
all the surly dignity of displeasure. ^ T am 
going to tea,. and will put. him in good 
humour, with questions about his college. 
What a i^easant tea-drinking ! the old man 
knew all my father's uncles, and the good 
woman was so jdeased with my interest in 
her household oeconomy ! It produced a 
venison ham, sacred to favourites, and every 
other good thing she had; every one was 
pleased, and Smelfimgus himself became, 

"As mild and patient as the female dove, 
"When first' her golden couplets are disclos'd." 

And here I conclude this long letter to be- 
gin anoth^at Inverary. Innocent, beloved, 
and amiable, what more can I wish youj 
that will not risk a share of your happiness ? 

Adieu, Beloved! 
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LETTER lU. 



TO MISS RErD, GLASGOW. 

iDverary, April 29, 1/73. 
If such a saarler as Smelfungus is so un- 
deservedly happy as to have an Han^iet to 
cane fi)r -every thing he does, and think his 
rambliug letters mterestiDg, I fancy he is 
now pouring out to that favoured fair one 
a dolefi.ll complaint of those " vapours, and 
clouds, and storms," which only exalted me 
to ^ solemn thought." He indeed has a bet- 
ter title to call them " kindred glooms,^ yet 
he does not seem very fond of these aerial 
relations. He and I are a complete con- 
trast ; he has nothing of a highlander but by 
his birth ; now that is the precise and only 
circumstance wanting to make me a com- 
plete one. Such a day as we hacL after 
crossing the ferry ! such torrents ! Our 
carriage stood us in good stead, when we 
left the boat, in which indeed w^.got com- 
pletely 
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pletely wet. But, alas ! for tlie unsheltered 
head of Smelfiingus, and for the new hat he 
was so careful of. Wet and weary, late 
and dreary, we arrived. And yet I w^as 
not depressed. O that I could share with 
you the musings that absorbed my whole 
soul this evening. They pertained not to 
the earth ; nor any of its present inhabitants. 
There are some solemn hours, when the 
wings of tlie soul are expanded to pursue 
the flight of the departed. When, balanced 
betwixt hope atid feai^, we hover over tlie 
abyss we are forbidden to explore, and anti- 
cipate the liour x^en the "graves shall give 
up their dead." Did you not tell me to 
write my though ju^ as they occurred ? 
How else should we converse in absence? 
how keep the flame that warms my heart 
alive ? Bdieve me, I carry the same senti- 
, inetits and recollecti(»is with me here, that 
used to be my companions at the Rr Park, 
ccc the Bogton linn, to which latter present 
my respects, when you trace my old haunts. 
The approach to flris city of the mountains 
-^95 so v^|U in mist, that I could orily ad- 
^^ mire. 
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mire, through watery moon-beams, tlie semi- 
circular sweep which the beach forms round 
the lake ; but I shall be here all day to-mor- 
row, and tell you all that pleases roe. I 
leave to Smelfungus to chronicle complaints; 
if he felt as acutely as I do, he would have 
no pleasure in recording his painful teelingjs, 
which is to suflfer them twice. 

Five in the Morning. 

Wliat a long sweet oblivion of sorrow and 
fetigue have I had since nine last night! 
After discharging superior duties, I am greatly 
templed to worship the sun. His first ap- 
pearance from the sea was so overpowering 
after his long absence. There he is, " Round 
as the shield of my fathers;" teaching the 
mountains to rejoice, and tiie waves to roll 
itt light " Whence are thy beams, O Sun ?" 
I am not mad, most genile Harriet, tbou^ 
you may think I do not quite speak the 
words of (tratibi and soberness. But consider 
it i3 tiie £^rii^ dT day, of ii£^, and of the 
yeiEU*, and indulge me in rejoicing a litd^ 
after I have mourned so much |iKl so truly. 

How 
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How could I exist, feeling sorrow so poig- 
nantly, if the fair face of nature h^d not 
peculiar charms, endless sources of delight; 
for me : Though my sorrows should be mul- 
tiplied, as very likely they may, I shall 
have consolations peculiarly my own, that, 
like Milton's sweet music, 

"Will breathe 
Above, about, and underneath." 

How literal this truth is, the dulcet sounds 
that stole through the floor at Luss may tes- 
tify. A little dress, a little Odyssey, a little^ 
breakfast, and then — I shall behold tiae . 
faces of my kindred. — I have seen tliem ; ^ 
and here they come in succession. - - -^ 
Now, I trust, you are tired of characters, 
and may come willingly down to still life. , 
Last summer you heard half a dozen ample 
descriptions of Inverary ; this summer, it is 
very likely, you may have as many liiorej 
and that from people not so subject to tlie [ 
digressive infirmity as your ff lend. Depend , 
upon th^^piatter-of-faft people for an ac- 
count <^||Sk princely edifice, and its d^- 
vojL. 3u *^/ c pendencies; 
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pendencies; I shall merely tell you of par- 
ticulars that struck me most forcibly ; pre* 
riiising that this castle, as they call it here, 
is not finished within. First, then, the 
Gothic grandeur of the hall, open to the 
nery top, and lighted by a cupola, de- 
lighted me; 'tis like a receptacle for the 
train of a mighty cliieftain, and quite in 
unison with the boldpess of the neighbouring 
scenery. There is a kind of gallery or cor- 
ridor carried round this hall, from which you 
enter the upper rooms ; the doors of these 
you see all in ope view, as you stand in the 
hall. Tis not like any thing you ever saw 
before ; yet I am sure you would admire it 
We were suddenly ushered into a beautiful 
summer parlour, which had a sashed door 
that opened into a beautiful lawn. Will you 
believe me, when I tell you, that I thought, 
for a moment, I was in the open fields, sur- 
rounded by people engaged in Tural sports, 
the scene was so ^vely, and rushed so sud- 
denly on me. The first thing that awoke 
me to the knowledge of what IWas about, 
as the different style of the countenances 

from 
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fifom those I was^accustomed* to see. What 
should this be but a ixxmh hung with Gobe- 
fins' tapestry, whose magical piBrfeclicm of 
reseniblance made you think the hay-maker3 
aad children lived and moved. And for the 
trees, I am sure your nephew Francis would 
kive tried to climb them. I said, reluctontly, 
" Adieu, ye woods !" And yet, after all, I an* 
not sure I should like such a room, unless 
merely to wonder and gaze at Can it be 
the love of truth in the mind, that recoils afr 
a very near deception ? Wax figures, and 
very excellent trees in tapestry, make me 
son^tliing like Young's monkies, who, " at 
a mirror te^d amazed;** ** they fail to find 
what they do plainly see." I did not '* ipeep 
and diatfcer," biit my wonder felt somethii^ 
tike disappointmoit. I was disappcmited 
too hbseeing so few picture3. I should like 
to &Kl^portraits. in iiik region of beauty, the 
lord and lady of which could only hive been 
pan^ds tm each other. 

I am toldLthetr children excel evenr. the 

Hamfttan fiomly. So. they; should, haxitag 

a^ctouble dlim; their father having been a 

2 model 
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model of manly grace in his day, though 
now a little jaundiced with stomach com- 
plafaits. And here I could find in my heart 
to stop and rail at the world, which, you 
know, I bear no great good viill to. One 
hears so little about him, he is so quietly 
passed over to make room for da^jhers, and 
boasters, and fighters, and talkers. He does 
not wish to be talked of, 'tis certain; but 
then I would not have them quite so com- 
plaisant as to give him all his will in this 
particular. Seek for a great man's ti'ue and 
soUd praise at his own door, among his te- 
nants and neighbours; and let it be a 
material part of his praise, that he has neigh- 
bours, that is to say, that he lives at home 
among them. In this particular, the Duke 
13 unrivalled and alone. Every mouth here 
will tell you of some of these " quiet waters, 
soft and slow," that steal silently on, carrying 
bounty, and baieficence, into all the comers 
of obscurity. Don't be tired, now; for I 
have a whole volume to write of this good 
Duke's worth, and wisdom, which imjMroves 

and 
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arid blesses the whole countiy ; but I can no 
Toore 

*' Let him still the secret joy partake, 
To follow virtue, ev'n for virtue's sake." 

Yet, I hope, when this modest and amiable 
benefactor of mankind sleeps with his fa^ 
thcrs*, and when the tenants have ceased to 
say, 

** He is the b«st of countrymen ;" * 

(a word equivalent to patriot) some powerful 
Toice shall say with effect, 

" Rise, Muses, rise, add all your tuneful breath, 
, Such must not sleep in darkness and in death." 

For, as much as I was bent on dying last 

winter, I may still hear these notes: , 

^* Swe€|t to the world, and grateXul to the ^kieB." 

You will say I am quite carried off; but i 
feel the patriot passion strong myself^ and 

* That time is arrived ; for last year Scotland was 
deprived of this venerable Duke : who, independent 
of the rank he adorned, and the power he used for 
the best purposes^ was beloved in life and lamented 
in death, as a worthy private character, and a genuine 
patriot. 

c 3 ^m 
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nm charmed when I find one actually doing 
all that I dream of doing. — ^The offices of 
this fabric are magnificent for their pur- 
poses, and the roads leading to them won- 
ders,- bat what I greatly wonder at is, tliat 
they should place the officer at such a distance 
as to require such roads. I believe there 
is no danger of my ever living in a great 
house, and J am not sorry for it There is 
such a stately absence of all ccHnfori; every 
thing that unsophisticated naturt delights to 
cling to, is put so fer away ; and the owner 
seems soDoehow alone in tiie middle of his 
worksjlike Nebuchadnezzar, saying, ^* Behold 
now this great Babylon which I have made.^ 
I should be very sorry to have my poor liou- 
yhidiams where I could neithw tear thett> 
oe^i, nor see them shake their necks, clothed 
witk thunder. Suppose me above looking at 
hens and ducks, I should not like to have my 
5(tately peacocks, and majestic swans, swim- 
mii^ and sweeping a mile off. The gardens, 
too, must keep their distance. What have 
poor Flora and Pomona done, to deserve ba- 
nishment ? As for the sheltering Dryads of 
1 1 antiquity, 
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Wttiquity, they are all marched off, far no 
reascm that I can tbiiik of, but their being 
grown old maids, and the bleak blastsi seem 
invited in their stead. I wonder whether 
people ^ve to live longer in tliese temples of 
(Eolus, than they did in the shdtered " halls 
of other days," where every thing around 
them was animated and interesting. I wish 
you could but once see the moon shine on 
JjOdi Fyne, and the shadow of Dunigniach 
-fel&ig on the great house. N6w, you muft 
observe, the bay forms a perfect cresceW, the 
^asde, surmounted by Dunigniadi tiibresaid, 
and skirted at great distance by offices, adorns 
one end of thte crescent; onthe very edge of 
the bay stands Inverary, a mean-4ooking yet 
cbearfiil and pc^ulous place, deriving a pecu- 
liar beaufy from its situation. Tis one street 
^ing the water; and beyoad it a fine road, 
surrounded by a beautiful lawn, ^ynkled 
with prodigicKJS beech-trees, sweeps from 
one horn of the crescent to the other. J hear, 
and, being no friend to alterations, am sony 
to hear, that this ancient town is to be trans- 
ported and removed to the other bom of the 
c 4 cresc^it, 
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crescent, where the inn and custom-house 
now stand. This will augment the solitary 
grandeur of the house, by throwing every 
thing far from it. The Duke, who does 
every thing well that he takes in hand, will, 
no doubt, raise finer buildings; but they will 
only look like children's card-houses, as the 
present set appear like molehills. Nature 
here is so vast and grand, that the works ; erf 
art dimini^ to nothing in h«r awful presence. 
I dare say, looking from Benleddi, the castle 
would appear attached to Dunigniach, like 
Grildrig's box at the girdle of Glumdal- 
clitch. 

We spent the evening with the same rela* 
tions we had seen in the forenoon. Our old 
friend, the Collector's sister, is a most singular 
evergreen; indeed she resembles himself a 
good deal; thin, lively, tall, erect, with a 
keen repressive eye, and a fresh youthfiil 
complexion, thou^ much above seventy. 
Awake and alive to every thing; always 
amusing, occasionally facetious, and abound- 
ing in anecdote: she has seen many sorrows^ 
and borne them firmly, to say the least* 

There 
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There w^re assembled at supper 

I like the kindness and frankness of these 
friends vastly. 

A sister of Dr. M. whom you may re- 
member, with us last winter, is newly married 
to one of these cousiiis. She has been 
growing wise for half a . gentury^ without 
cooling in her benevolence in the region of 
celibacy. She was always a good creature, 
and a friend to all the friendless; and has 
now an occupatign well syited to such a dis- 
position. I am sure he married her, beauti^ 
less and moneyless as she was^ that she might 
be a kind stepmother. And so she is, and 
seems so pleased with having a family to 
rear. She puts me very much in mind of a 
hen with an alien brood of young ducks. ,If 
I were to marry at all, which is very unlikely, 
thinking on many subjects as I do, I could 
be easily reconciled to a ready-mad|||gfemily, 
supposing them docile and grateful. I can 
easily comprehend how one could adopt them 
to one's affections. Then think of being quit 
of their plague while they are mere vege- 
tables, and then become mere animals; and 
c 5 think 
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tiiink of the credit oile should get for being 
kind to these ready-made inno<iiertts. And 
Aioreover, the strong, hold such generosity 
would give you of your lord's affections. 
Nbw if there was any office that would in- 
sure one against paying ftiother £ve^ penalty, 
I thint; breeding ducks would be no bad 
speculation. But indeed you may depend 
xipton it we shall never be so happy as we 
Wc beerf. No, never. 

The Collector^ horses are just arrived; 
we must leave Ifiverary to-morrow, and it 
wfll rain; and I am so sorry; and I have 
not half seen it, tior taken leave of poor 
Smelfiir^s. I wfll teke leave of you, liow- 
ever; and, if I come alive to Oban, will rfee 
at five every morning to write to 50U. 

Good night, beloved f 
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C-i T T E R IV. 

TO liISS REIP. 

Oban, April 30, 1773, 
Here I ai% but chreadfiiHy tired; tired 
of rain; tired of riding; tii«d of longmoora, 
but, 'aboVe all, of k^ig^lescripticms. Se^ 
my letfer lb Bell*, ^hcre you v^ill find bow 
I came through tji€^ Moti^iLm O, never 
ipeas moor so long dnd ao sotitory!' 

You If ill say my active imapnatfon m^ht 
people the brown desert; so ft did, but it 
rwas witb fleeting spectres-, and half*seefr 
visions, melting mto gr^ mist Apropos 
to our ducklmgs; you* dmi't think how. my 
spirit w<u5 refreshed by a^ fttjcfc of wild oneij, 
that took flight from a sohsdl laka:an that 
same dreary moor. I saitr, or thou^fl. 
-Mtr, two or tbree deer tinlt^o^ tbe imiat, 
and that did me a ^eat deal of goo(i Btil 
Wore, I was snppbrteri byn beflevtrffent |>ro-^ 

*-jPAige'4^ • ' - ^ ' • 
Q& ject 
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ject for Ae reformation of some of our 
friends; I mean such of them as do, or say, 
no great harm^ but who so bewilder their 
brains and waste their time among endless 
mazes c^ ribbands and lace, and tattle and 
tales, and " pribbles and prabbles," as honest 
parson Evans calls them, that, I am con- 
ivinoed, some solitary pi^rimages over the 
brown desert mi^t wean them from this 
endless trifling, and teach them first to think, 
«nd then, f^on reason: build' resdve," which 
might be found ." a'coktmn of true dignity," 
even in woman. But I will no longer be- 
wilder you among nry meditations. The 
general result, however, was, that we ^khM 
be oftener alone. I am sure I have little 
merit to claim frcMn superior reflection Imt 
culture. Could I have indulged myself in 
the society of others of my age, I sbouH 
most piobabfy, have dtme as tiiey did. Had 
I been educated like other peopde, I should 
not iiave felt the, necessity of educating myr 

If, tfierefcure, my thinking and readii^ 
have been of any advantage, they are merely 

the 
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the result of certain painful and discouraging 
{MTivations. If others were secluded like 
me, or exiled, as I am about to be, from all 
that was wont to please, they would be 
forced to seek resources within themselves. 
This, too might be a cure for vanity- I can 
easily suppose recluses proud, but it is among 
frivolous society that peopje grow vain. 
We are proud of wliat we certainly possess.; 
butvanityonly seeks credit for seenui^ and 
is just as well satisfied to be admired for 
rouge as for aatjve bloom. It lives in the 
breath of odi^s, and dies when it is no 
longerseen. . ,. i \ . j . 

Don't think I am so new-fang).ed,,as to 
begin to rail at the town, ^ which I have ju^^t 
quitted, out of fondness for a country which 
is so n^w to n^, and which, very proj^abjig, 
I may not like. But I am so proyoked jat 
the tiresome^sameness of treading one insig- 
nificant road for ever, We;re it a week,,ia 
month, aseasc^, that ^sls.Xq be ^onsuru^^ 
in impertinence a^; in^^g^canc^; bul^fi^l 
day long, and every d^y, a^ to ^py^'ol^jn 
ii; md die wi^^ Ws«>^^vgd H)iqy^^^ 

• derable 
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derable purpose! People ki the country 
inay be abundantly sflly and selfish, but the 
passion fordespicable and corruptit^.novel- 
ties is not so constantly fed. When the 
heart is chastened by adversity, or seined 
by sorrow, the salutary impression is not too- 
toon effaced. The mind is in a manner 
forced on the contemplation of nature j and 
I dont know how any one cm see erne's 
Milker in his greatest works, without being 
the better and the wiser for it Yet to those 
whoa«e truly desirous of nnprovemfent, tii*. 
• 'town affords greater choice of society; Hwt, 
and that alone, I regret m leavinglt. I m^. 
ta)t be so cruel as to touiry you back to the 
TBOOT, trot 1 will tell you how it termiiMted. 
We descended iiAo low founds, 'A loew <* 
the sea, about twtl^ht, and thcire was toy 
^phit exhaarated with tKe si^t of Gl^nifeu- 
dam. The swe€t stream that windis by it, 
'fte ^Cten pastrtra! vale sheltered by an meth 
liai^ngihotinteiin, iti^htehft Ifes, thft Wrdh 
^*e, in whidi^, house 18 eittbdifeiiae^ 
ixi^ above all, 4ftre ^ of '^ ahimatea^ax^'' 
iH^ ft aetivtea fedm fite retor«<of the e^tflfe 

and 
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and the servants, at flie evening hour; and^ 
tnorcover, the idea of the 'W'arm welcome I 
•should receive from that agi^eable romp, 
Mary CampbeH, M^hom you have seen with 
•me liast winter; all this pressed so forciWy 
on my mind, that I would have given any 
thing to stop here : but this- indulgenee was 
^ftot permitted, so ti-ith a heavy heart, Iwcnt 
■^n, and did not readi Oban till eleven. 

Are the cares of a household productive 
«f the slime alteration in manner that we^ 
•have often ofeser^d to be the result of matrix 

TOony? Mary M r and I were too unlike 

t0 be congenial ; but kindredy and those who* 
iive togefthfer in a ferp^eitadk interchange of 
4indtiess, may love without assiimilating, and* 
-eT€B though their vi^ws and pursiMte ishouM 
he very d^rent That was pi^ecisely flite 
4;ase with M. and me, when she lived wftb 
m Hiough she has little laste, no f^fine- 
wemi^ lutidiiot d^ ^idlest thmt for knotvf- 
Iddj^ dbe is n6t hearde6% hte eb gooS 
onderstandii^ and a ijpuck apprehension of 
4he kidicrbus. I am sure, tdo^ she k(v<es me 
as well as Ae doesmy oiieebe, i^A^^m 

ought; 
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ought; indeed she seems to love me still, 
and is all kindness and attention; yet there 
is a visible constraint about her. She is 
often absent, and does not enter into the 
spirit of raillery, or what she used to call 
fun. Who could ever think of Mary's being 
abstracted, and yet abstracted she certainly 
is. I wonder much how people should be 
so fond of marrying, when the cares of a 
household make such an alteration on a. girl 
not sixteen. She. manages surprisingly, and 
|)ays an attention to every thing which I am 
sure I could not do, though I am older, and- 
accounted more sedate. It is very encou*- 
raging to. her to see how much her father J$ 
pleased with every thing she does. Ai^ I 
am so ^ase4 'with Jiipr father; he it. 4^ 
ligh^l old man*. If iiis are thCj saamiens 
of the old Court, ' I wish I had lived a. little 
earlief. He is npt the least formal.* Idt 
deed he has lived so much qfrnoAg militaiy 
people, and has so n|u<^ ,of thefir genftrd 

♦Collector Macricar Was" a polished, intdligttif, 
a&dpublic^spirited charaetcr, ah!d wa« a great £&vW- 
iteof thjelatePukeofArgjrlCv x^ :!, -. I' ^r 
. ^ knowledge^ 
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knowledge, and general politeness, that his 
are ratlier the manners of an old officer, 

He delights to talk of his " last 

firiend," who I believe was an amiable 
woman, and lived happily with him, for the 
short time their union lasted; though the 
difference of age amounted to little less than 
fifty years. I must surely have told you the 
singular history of that marriage. The only 
finit of it, a little girl not three years old, is 
a creature you could not see without loving*. 
He doats upon her, and I do not wonder at 
it; every look and motion of the dear littie 
orphan charms one. She is pretty, toa, 
though not remarkably ; but she shews sense 
find feeling that is incredible. The sweet 
creature follows me already. I never saw a 
diild half^o interesting. Goodnight; IwiB 
tell you to-morrow what kind of place this 
is; tills day I have devoted to the people^ 
Besides, it snows so hard, as to remind me 
of your favourite poem, 

" Oft for the prospects sprightly May should yield I 
Rain-pouring clouds have darken'd all the air, 
And snows untimely whiten'd o*er the field." . 
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LETtER Y, 



TO MISS B£ID. 



Oban, May 2, 1/73- 

The morning is clear and mUd, and 
something like what May ought to be. 

The CoUectoi^^s dwelling-house fonns part 
of the custom-house; it stands on the verga 
pf 4his fine bay. The tide flows up to the 
4oor, but ratures half a mile back, and dis* 
covers a Bcene v^ry new and amusing tome^ 
9(Fbo-have never been atUie sea-side, except 
^^mbfoidng and debarking. Vast stones^ 
where the footing is difficult, mixed with 
gravel, shells, and sea-weed, compose the 
extensive beach, which the ebbing sea leavea 
^ed. I propose indulging my delight in 
overcoming difficultly, and exploring odd 
places and odd things, by many a walk in 
pursuit of the retreating sea nymphs. For 
you must know 'tis settled I am to stay till 
June, when the Collector and Mary are to 

conduQt 
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concjuct me to Fort William, where my 
father will meet me. I am glad of it, I 
shall not be kept so busy, and have more 
society and amusement. Here is an excdlerit 
library, left the Collector by that ill-fated 
brother who was the patron of my father's 
orphan childhood. Hb fine talents, and 
finer feelings, served only to embitter mis- 
fortafies such as could not have hiippened 
to a common man. His morals wt^re spot- 
less; and he was not the victim of rashnesii 
ii&d imprudence, as is often the case, witb 
ftese "fin^toub loo feelingly alive;*" n* 
*ras jx)vei?fy ^mobg^fe nUtober ^f iHdab 
ttAsSbrbmcs whidi pursued, 'and ^t length 
(rrerwhchned iiim. 'His fete m^ very ^* 
giildr indeed; he isnght hiave been ssjd 't6 
die ^ martyr to wotinded honour. Had he 
died when tiie woiiud was inflicted, bfai fat^ 
Would have been comparatively mild; but 
a man whose fbim, whose manners, whose 
nttod, were distinguished, above all otiiers, 
by peciuUar el^ance, to laiiguish in pai^fiU 
obscurity, branded by a «et of miscreants 
with the disgrace of treachery, which his soul 

abhorred J 
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abhorred! All his patriotic pl^uis fot the 
improvement of the country, all his plans of 
life, and hopes of happiness, blasted by a 
malignity too base and secret to be exposed, 
and too barbarous to be resisted! When 
forced by the machinations of his arch enemy, 
Lord J.* to sell his, company in the 42d, he 
tried to amuse himself by rural occupations 
in his native country ; for his mind was too 
deeply wounded to find solace in those lite- 
rary pursuits, to \yhidi he had been formerly 
so much attached, and in which, if we may 
judge by his letters, he was so qualified to 
excel. A hypochcmdriac affection, which 
made life burdensome to him, and often 
tempted him to throw off the load, made him 
firequently change his abode, though well 
aware, that " chamge of place was .only 
change of pain. " Melancholy, solitude, and 
the corroding remembrance of an irremedi- 
able misfortune, soured the most gentle and 

• Lord John Murray, who was himself misled by 
• designing sycophant, and afterwards prejudiced 
the Duke of Cumberl^d against thi» bard fated 
gentleman. 

benignant 
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benignant of mortals into absolute misan- 
thropy. I am interrupted, and cannot detail 
the painful story of his death. It was a sad 
termination indeed, but not self-urged : such 
a man could not be so utterly forsaken. He 
has haunted me ever since! came here. I 
shall never open a book of his without a pang. 
What a transition, from the person I have 
been describing, to those I have just left ! 
You must remember a good natured, giddy, 
but very genteel looking youth, who was in 
town last winter, a relation of ours; he is 
the heir of a very long ancestry, a very small 
patrimony, with abundance of original sin at- 
tached to it, and of two of the best old people 
ill tlie world. Though these good people 
cared for nothing earthly but each other, 
and their children, and lived in as primitive 
and firugal a manner as Baucis and Phile- 
mon, they long struggled vainly with their 
incumbrances. At length they begah.to get 
abave water, and actually built the shell of a 
house, to be finished by young hopeful (fiwr 
a higjiland mansion is generally the work of 
two generaticms). This consummation, so 

devoutly 
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devoutlj^ to be wished, was to take place 
when the said heir began to thrive in some 
lucrative profession, or by some wealthy 
match, to which it was supposed his fine 
figure and family pretensiotis might entitle 
him. He has, in the mean time, a younger 
but cleverer brother in the army. , 

But, mark the sequel. A very little, very 
pretty, and very thoughtless girl, the daugh- 
ter of a neighbouring gentleman, came home 
from the boardmg-school, as usual, very full 
of dress, vanity, and music: she was scarce 
sixteen, quite childish looking, and in fi*ocks. 
However, cousin and she met, and, in two 
car three days acquaintance, sung, and played, 
and romped, and trifled themselves into ma-r 
trimony. No fortune to compensate this 
rash act, what should the good old people 
do ?-^ Just brought them home with all the 
patience imaginable; and here they are, and 
oft^if laiatdd they come; 'tis quite a se- 
cond home; their own i& half a mile off. 
How I shall be teased! yet conadeoce says: 
I should fike my kindred^ and they are noost 
cibligii^ ; but I feel something revoltiQ^ when 

people 
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pei^le love me dearly at first sight. I can't 
love others so, my mind i^rioks iron^ 
strangers. Then how, should they like me 
at once ? I am sure our old friend must 
tire of the incursions of th^e nothing*doing 
people. I am vexed to see tliat Mary is 
fondly intimate with them. Say they are 
t}uite harmless, as I dare say they may be, 
they fiftvour her owa bent too much. Good 
night, I am very tired; but you know my. 
<l^y, from five in the morning till midnight,, 
admits of doing much to mal^ me so. 



LETTER VI. 



TO Miss EEID, GLASGOW, 

Oban, May 3, 1773. 
I WROTE letters of duty in the mornings 
/w«dked out all the forenocm, except a shorts 
time I spent with the sweetest of children • 
and her father; and now- I^iall accoimt to 
you for the r^nsuning hours. After dmner 
we^left our two old gentfem^n together, and: 

set 
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set out for S : the walk S ward is 

charming. It is a sweet place, sheltered by 
a small hill; a brook, fringed with willows 
and alder, runs by it; beautiful meadows lie 
below, and towering mountains rise opposite. 
I never saw a place of a more pastoral as- 
pect. I love the good old people: there is 
something so ardess, primitive, and benevo* 
lent about them. I think I could guess 
them, by their looks, to be what every one 
describes them. Do you know, the High- 
landers resemble the French, in being poor, 
with a better grace than other people. If 
they want certain luxuries or conveniences, 
tliey do not look embarrassed, or discon- 
certed, and make you feel awkward by paltry 
apologies, which you don't know how to 
answer; they rather dismiss any sentiment 
of that kind by a kind of playful raillery, for 
which they seem to have a talent Our 
visit, if not a pleasant, was at least a meny 
one. The moment tea was done, dancing 
began. Excellent dancers they are, and in 
music of various kinds they certainly excel. 
The floor is not yet • laid, but that was no 

impediment 
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impediment^ People hereabouts when they 
have good ancestry, education, and man* 
ners, are so supported by the consciousness 
of those advantages, and the credit allovi^ed 
for them, that they seem not the least dis- 
concerted at the deficiency of the goods of 
fortune j and I give them great credit for their 
spirit and contentment, though it should 
provokei the appellation of poor and proud, 
which vulgar minds are so ready to apply to 
them. Is it not a blessed thing that there 
yet exists a place where poverty is resfect- 
able, and deprived of its sting? O this in- 
curable disease of wandering! I will return 
to my description, which I broke off on the 
ebb shore. Behind the house, then, is, an 
excellent, though as yet, infant, garden, for 
thiii is quite a new establishment; a range of 
offices stretch along the shore on each side;^ 
the Icing's wheny and other bpats, and such 
vessels as may chance to arrive, lie a little 
westward, and animate the spot where the" 
joint wisdom of the Duke and the Collector 
hav^ projected a future village, the rudi- 
voL. 1, i> mente 
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mexAs of which already be^ to appear*. 
Vraok this chosen spot, where a large brook 
discharges itself into the sea, a peacefiJ, 
long, green valley f ^V^^^ ^^^^ ^ shore, of 
which the Duke has given ^n advantageous 
lease to the Collector, who is a great fit- 
vdurite. The cottages lie in dusters on the 
sides oi the sloping hills, or in sequestered 
nooks, below rocks interspersed with patches 
of earth, tufted with yellow broom, or moun- 
tain ash, which nod so wildly! And the 
people have so much the air of loving and 
helping each other! and their gocrts are such 
familiar, fanciful looking creatures ! I am 
so fond of the kids, that dance and frisk with 
so much humour and meaning, and cry so 
like children, I would fein have one of them 
follow me tame, and am sadly disti-essed 
when I must needs eat them. I think if 
ever I run wild on the rocks, which at tisies 

♦ This village is ftow becoi&e a vfery flourisbing 

^ GlensbealGjatb, ot the Vale of WilkWI, is the. 
natne of Ibis vmrdanf and fattoral ^Ito. 

Ifeel 
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I feel much ki^aed to, I will not be a shep- 
herdess, but a goatberdess. These creaturesr 
have more sense and sphitthan heavy-headed 
sheep; they differ just as highlanders do 
from plodding lowlanders. — ^To return cMice 
more. On the other side of the house, and 
vHthin a small distance of it, rises a hill quite 
detached from all others, and as like a sugar- 
loaf, as if the resemblance had been designed 
by art. It is small, compared to the lofty 
heights that overlook it The fine prospect 
geeti from the house, is commanded to great 
advantagefirom this litde eminence. I ciimb'd 
to the very summit, which we should call 
hi^ but it is nothing here. There I found 
a white scallop ishell, a diminutive of those ' 
osed at Fingal's feasts. I was quite glad, 
thinking it a most orthodox shell, left by the 
deluge; but was so laughed at— *and very 
justly, when I think of it; for it would, in 
that case, have mouldered to lime a thou- 
sand years ago. Well, I hope this wall be 
a lesson against being positive and conceited. 
Good night; I go to church to-morrow. 
Now 1 think of it, I will not go to sleep 
D 2 without 
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without finishing wlmt I have so often be^ 
gun. Of the fine views firom this si)Ot, I 
oannot enumerate the islands I see, nor the 
groupes of fantastic dark blue mountains, 
rising in others, too distant for distinction. 
Just such a prospect, I dai'e say, Ulysses 
had fix)m the heights of his dear rocky 
Ithaca; he looked on Zante and Cepha- 
lonia, as I do on- Mull and Tiree, Some 
of these isles are inhabited by one gemle- 
man, his family and a few tenants. What 
an undisturbed little kingdom, and bow, 
happy one eould make every subject of it ! 
What an exile, what a prison, would sucn 
a sea-girt domain prove to some crowd- 
dependent people we know ! 

Mary is, and will be down stairs, getting 
flattering and comical sea stories, of which 
she has a great many, that are too much in 
the style of these inferior regions. Good 
night again. 
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LETTER VH. 

' TO MISS REID» 

ObaD, May 5, 177S. 

KiLMOiiE, Avhere we heard sermon, is 
four miles off, at leasl, being three of high- 
land computation. It is by no means a 
Jewish fiabbatli that is kept here ; it would 
be bold oven to call it strictly a Chiistian 
one ; be that as it may, it is a very cheerful 
one. We set out on horseback in a shower 
of snow^ which people here mind no more 
than liair-powdea:. It hinders nothing. We 
picked up the young couple at S. whoseun- 
meaning mirth made me grave, and set me 
on pondering. Yet, when I observed the per- 
petual flow of spirits that buoys up tlie emp- 
tiness of 1 revered the goodness of Pro^ 

vidence in making people happy at so small 
an expence of intellect. I am not sure bilt 
their lot would be pre-eminent, were they 
all 03 innocent as my good-natured cousin. 
D 3 But 
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But their imbecility makes them tools to the 
wicked and designing ; so that I believe \h 
as well to have some reflection, after all 
This was an odd old church, almost ruinous. 
But when the preacher came in*^, he roused 
all my attention. I never beheld a coun- 
tenance so keenly expressive, nor such dark 
piercing eyes: he is very like his sister, 
F. M.f, and resembles her in a superior 
musical genius^ being a distmguished comr 
poser^ as well as performer, on the violin, 
Whea I began to Ipok about, t)ie dressy 
and countenance of tb^. people presente$[ 
new matter of speculation. This \» certgiWy 
a, fine country to grow old in; I couWnot 
spare a look to the young ptople, so mueb 
was I engrossed in contemplating their 
grandmotheiirs. They preserve the iaaa of 
dress worn some hundred yeai^s ago. Statd^ 
erect, and setf-satisfied, without a trace of 
the languor or coldness of ago, they march 

• The Rev. Peter Macdonald, Minister of Kil- 
tnore, still living; distinguished for musical ta- 
lents. 

t Flora Macdonaki. 

up 
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up the area, with ^udy coloured ptakis 
ft^tened about their br^t&ts with a sflvar 
breach, like the iuU moon ia size and siiape. 
They have a pecutiar lively blue eye, aad a 
^ur fresh cooiplexioB. Roufid their heacfo^k 
tied the very j^un kwchief Mss. Page al- 
ludes to, when Falstaff^ tells her hiafrwell 
she would become a Fignetian tire^ and on 
«ad^ cheek depends a silver lock, whicb h 
always eherii^ied and omsidei^ not im* 
inrqperfyy as a kind of decoraAtoB. These 
you must observe were d^ common peef^; 
the (Maladies were habited vut tl» cgstimif 
^ &e ye&t one. I was trying to account 
ton the expressioQ m the countenaiiGefr of 
these cheerfid anciaate (many above fimr- 
aeore) while &e pastor with vehement a»k 
mation was holding forth in ^ native tongue: 
Now' here ia the result : peoplie who dre for 
ever consecrating ^ me^iory of the d^ 
parted, and hold the ^#tuei^ nay^ the firalts 
of thek ancestors, in such \Amd venaralloni 
see much to love and revere in tikeir parents^ 
Attt othcr» never think ofc They aceumu^ 
|ate oa these patafiacchs^all 4)6 virtues of their 
x> 4 pr!(^enitors, 
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progenitors, and think the united splendor 
reflects a lustre on themselves. The old . 
people, treated with unvaried tenderness and 
veneration, feel no diminution of their con- 
sequence, no chill in their affections. Stran- 
gers to neglect, they are also strangers to 
suspicion. The young readily give to old 
age that qordial, by which they hope to bg 
supported when their own almond trees b^a 
k> blossom. But line people do not seem 
ever to ^jthink they shall be old* Now in 
their way, I should, love my father not 
merely as such, but because he was the 
son of the wise and pious Donald, whojQ 
inemory the who^e parish of Craignick 
venerates, .and tlie grandson of the gallant 
Archibald, who was tlie tallest map in the 
district, who could throw the putting stone ' 
£trther than any Campbell living, and never 
held a Christmas without a deer of^his own 
Jailing, four Fingalian greyhounds at his fire- 
side, and skteen kinsmen sharing his feast. 
Shall I not bcrproud of a father, the son of 
such fathers, of whose fame he is the liv&^g 
record ? Now, what is my case is every other 

highlaqders; 



d by Google 



THE MOUNTAINS. 57 

Wghlander s ; fortveall contrive to be won- 
derfully happy in our ancestry; and by this 
means, the sages here get a great deal of 
r6verence and attention, not usually paid to 
the struldbruggs of other countries. Obseinr<5y 
moreover,' that they serve for song books, 
and circulating libraries, so faithfully do they 
presei-ve, and so accurately detail, " the tales 
of the tirties of old** and the songs of the bards, 
that now strike the viewless harp on wander- 
ing clouds. All this, with their constant 
cheerfulness, make them the delight of the- 
very youngs in the happy period of wonder 
and simplicity ; and finding themselves so, 
prevents their being peevish, or querulous- 
Ossian was never more mistaken dian when 
he said, " Age i^ dark and unlovely ;" here 
it appears " like the setting moon on the 
western wave," and we bless the br^itness^ 
of its depaYture. I was waked out of the 
.pleasing reverie which the sight of so many ^ 
, fine ancients inspired, by the beadles comb- 
ing to the seat to ask if I had Gaelic, 
because if I had not, there was to be 
UQ English discourse. Judge of my self*; 
D 5 ijnp<Htance^ 
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iinpprtaiiQe> Hi bavlng^ a sermon ppeachedl 
for aiy v^ry self. Poor souls ! will you ever 
compiype yourselves to m^ again? Meg M,*, 
ifKJiien she was composing her m^itaticni 
upon " Worm Jacob, threshing the Moun^ 
tqins/' had not a higher idea of the coa^ 
qnence of her single, sinful, soul. Anew, 
and very arausmg scene q^ened, when ser- 
vice was over : we were ushered into 2^ kind, 
of public house, where it seems all tbe^ geqr 
teel part of the congregation (and very^ 
genteel some of them were) usually meet, 
converse, aftd take refreshment, while their 
horses are preparing, &c. M. Glenfenchan 
and I met joyiuUy. I recognized her new 
blush-coloured lustring, as soon as I went 
into church, but at such exhibitions I no 
longer wonder. The Kirk here, is literally 
accounted a public place, and frequented 
from very different motives. People not sin- 
gularly-pious^ cross ferries, and rkie great 
distances in bad weather, not solely, I fear, 

• Meg Merrison, a conceited bigot in low life, 
iwho used to compose snd sell what she called ber 
Meditation^, one of which had the above title. 

3 ta 
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meet fiHends^ io tbi» good'^hnmotirecl, kkidly 
way, after sermon, who can tell them idP 
^>Gut tiieir ei^iteentiil coQskiB iii' ilicfe> and 
Ammca. Itie conversation is^ in a st^sa 
difib*ent from what you are used to-~ 

#. «-#.#. «i 4^ 4N 

«^ «i *> «. «« ». *i 

All tM» is very animated, and I contrire 
to be mud) interested. There is^ litde scanw 
dai ; for scandal i» the dregs and sediment of 
conversation, after better things- have been 
discussed ; and we talk so much of the dead, 
that the living escape. Your belles and^ 
beaux would not relish tlus, for there i» na' 
chance of being admired by the dead. I am^ 
resolved, for my part, to die in the Hi^ 
lands, that I may avoid the sudden oblivion: 
which swallows up the departed among po- 
lished people, who disguise sdfishness under' 
the pretence of not bemg able to enplure to 
teive their fine feelings disturbed with the 
mention of the dead. 

Honest Donald feels no such repugnancy* 

but calk up the joy of grief in tender me- 

p 6 ditation; 
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ditation; cherishes the memory of his fa- 
thers, " and walks in the lig|it of their. re- 
iK>wn." 

. •* Why should I speakof General Ch^mJey^ 
j^ And Mr, Muster-master Gumlev ?" 

Vide Bathos^ 

Why should I introduce you to the cy- 
nosure of the aasembly^ the old major, Mith 
his tartan coat, his torge silver buttons, worn 
ia Montrose's wars by his grandfather, and 
his redundant silver locks adorning a coun- 
tenance, the picture of health and benig- 
nity ? Nor will you care a fertliing for his 
three thin upright sisters, though they are,, 
^midst their oddity, very like mountain gen- 
tlewomen; nor for his nine cousins, taste- 
less thing that you are. Among tliis singular 
gfToupe^ were some very well bred, fashion- 
ajble looking people, who had been abroad in 
the world, without being spoiled by it, €ind 
treated their antiquated rustic relations with 
a respect and kindness which was both, 
amiable and exemplary. If I were to stay 
and frequent this church a twelvemonth, 

hearing 
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hearing and retaining as I generally do, I 
doubt not that I might be qualified to compile, 
tlie heraldiy of X.orn, so skilled should I be- 
come in its antiquities^ 

The sun shone on our social repast, but 
when we set out, Eolus did not perform the 
task Thomson assigns him in the opening of 
^ring; instead of " calling off his ruffian 
blasts," he let them loose in great fur^ and 
the demolition of my new hat awakened my 
remorse for making so merry with poor 
Smelfungus's misfortune of the same kind* 
Blinded with snow, and in instant danger of 
" mounting the whirbvinds wing," <»?e were 
accosted by a most respectable looking gen- 
tleman, who brou^t us into his house, which 
seemed the chosen residence of comfort; — 
so they told me, for I could look at nothing 
but tl]te mistress of the mansion, she had 
been so very handsome, and was stiU so 
very engaging: her countenance had so 
much$oul in it, her person and demeanour, 
were so graceful, . and her manner so giu* 
ciously kind. The Collector says, she is all 
her appearance promtse^^; I felt sorry when 

I thou^t 
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Ithoij^ht I imgbt never see her again^ After 
all^ 

<* What's Hecuba to me, or I to Hecubai^ 

My friends laughed and talked louder than 
the storm, all the way home ; I was lost in 
lofty meditation, and, to own the truA, 
writing this letter in idea; and tl^en*! wafr 
so ^ad to find myself at this fireiude^ with 
the sweet little girl in my arms. 

I am going to bid good night to ibe moon; 
the storm is over, the undulating waters are 
like living light, while the same beams re- 
pose so sweetly on the shadowy sides of fi^*- 
seen mountains, that arise in distant isles. 

" ■ in such a night, 

Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Upon the wild sea bank, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage/' 

Ungratefol cur that he was. Adieu! may 
you never wave a willow, or spend a gf^od 
day as idly as I have done this. It is past 
midnight, and remorse i$ preying (^ me. 
Adieu! again, my dearest 
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LETTER vnr. 



TO HISS RKID. 



Oban, May, 1773. 

Now, my dear Harriet, Xhai^c^twrneisKSed 
abs^ cusjtomJbodjtoyouandEOiyjself! iMrtrite. 
so minutely,, tiiftt when. I settle ajid We 
something else to do» I must aeeds be con- 
cise, cind then you will thin^ laae careless; 
but you mu3t not, for my manner of* writing, 
to you is so, like our old wandering chit-cbat, . 
that I fly to it as Lizzy does to her sniajEF-hox, 
and this so often, that I neglect those I ought 
to like and attend to, and would attend to, if 
I did not feel as if I had you always, in a 
corner to run to. I will not write th^ twa 
days, unless a Uttle matter of fact before 
breakfast, and a gossippmg whisper at bed-, 
time. My taste for soUtary amusement, and 
indifference to the volatile chit-chat of some 
people, begin to excite much observation. 
S^iabe offthe imputaticMa as we please, every 

one 
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one has their own mode of selfehnesSy and £ 
feel mine to be that of running away to my 
solitary pleasures, I repent, will mortify 
myself, and 

" Do penance in gay young company." 

Midnight. 

I am reformed, and amended, but cannot 
fatigue myself or you with the description oB 
this day ; you will find it in Thomson : 

"Deceitful, vmh, and void, passes the day." 

Why should I speak with peevishness, of 
good-humoured, harmless people, who show 
a wish to please me ? Why am I not pleased 
with trifles, when the best of us are doomed 
to pass great part of our lives in a manner 
which our own reflections must call trifling? 
but then I shouM like to trifle in my own way. 
I could play half a day with sweet little 
Anne, or even with a sportive kitten, or 
puppy : I could gather shells and sea-weed 
on the shore, or venture my neck for nests, 
which I would not plunder after finding them ;- 
nay, I could talk nonsense as we used to do, 
and laugh heartily at vagaries of our own 

con- 
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contriving. But their nonsense I can't for 
my life' relish : they think it v^it, and I can't 
accredit it as such. . Then they thhik ofii- 
ning wisdom, and mistake simplicity fix* 
folly. Very rural all this ! Here is gos- 
sipping for you with a witness. Do not 
think that I indulge myself in the conceit of 
not caring for any body, unless they have 
the taste for readings which great leisure and 
jsditude^ in a mann^, forced upon me. But 
T w<^ have people bve truth and nature ; 
I would h^ve them look a little iuto the^great 
book which their Matjoer has- left (^en to 
every body. I would have the rising and 
setting sun^ the hlosaciming trees and open- 
ing flowers, pve them the same pleasure^ 
which many taste, wlUjoyt.kiPwing their al- 
phabet O! when, or where shall I see 
another Harriet, uncultured and untaught* 
yet awake to all that is grand or beautiful in 
nature, ^11 that is excellent or desirable in 
knowledge — wKjse intuiiive sense of what 
is delicate and proper, n wcxr&rvblumes of 
instruction! The more I knaw.of oth^ 
the more I regret you;. and the lie§|u3i^ I 

ever 
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ever could make of the knowledge which I 
have accidentaUy acqiured^ would be to 
impFess it on the &ir tablet of your spotless 
mind. Good night, my dear; I am neither 
very well nor very easy. I have got cold in 
these meadowy traverses. My fether a^ 
mother go away to-morrow. Wei« it not 
tor tbe dear oldmaa, andhis littli^ ffA, and 
tot tibrary, I would gQ too* Writa^ to m# 
Jbere^iuid nerer mind inconrectiieas ; yott^nH 
dtiLy impraye; or, dioii^yoiishcMildiioti 

^ •* l%oo hast HO faults, or I no faults chn spy, 
t 19kou.art all beaiK^ oc aB bliadnaial/* 



LETTER IX. 



TO MISS REID. 



Fort William, May 12, J779t 

Be astonished, Oh I lC}riet, for here I 

ifmv Ask why I am here^ and I au» onfy 

tell you it was owing to the strangest capnce^ 

Yet| so it iS| and you know I do not use to 

be 
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be fickle. The day after I wrote to you, it 
was settled that my tatiier aiid motliei' were 
tx) proceed in tlie king's wherry, " Mark 
that, Mary Jones/' Two o'clock was the 
hour fixed. Mary proposed a forenoc^i 
\5:alk, I went reluctantly, on condition of not 
passing tiie boundary rivulet on the way to S. 
Vmre she lingeTe(4 with teasing perseYft- 
rwice; hopkig^ np djQ§^|, fra^ ^fwe of our 
^ex^B wQuW appwi. A% \en^ I wo«W 
^ fewring my p^pemt^ mig^t ga witiiqpi* 
9P6Pg Wf. V^ ^t cftflSPt, lfe?A 190 wjr 
f^e§^ ?i!ftS8ing tbp Wft W4si % ip^BSfe'^ 
.^bew3& gQ«i8f«ll^uj?^B^y* igpw 
^d ^ lead; I fpk thQ^d^t^e^s^tioa; 
^wpris^ lyadr remorse for baling a»ray, 9effA a 
strange forlpm feeling I cfuanot: express, star 
pified me for a few mowejsits, and then my 
^yes filled and I wa» neKeved.; Yet I fiak 
iys if I were alone in the world, and cared fiar 
nothing. After dinner there came a suddea 
violent blast, with drift- and aqualfa. The ^ 
Collector retired to write, and I to tte Ur 
.kary." 

Just as we all met at tea, lamenting the 

sad 
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sad evening, there came an outcry from be- 
low, that the wherry was seen returning. I 
\\as so agitated — in short, the storm had 
driven them back, and I was seized with the 
strongest desire to go with them j I kne-^v I 
should miss many pleasures I had promised 
myself, that, for instance, of seeing Kitty 
Macalman, whom I like better than 
any one ever I knew from this quarter; 
^twas odds if I should get atvfty till the end 
of summer ; I had lost all inftuence over 
Mary's mind, and I saw clearly she was in 
hands I could not take her out of: so fiur 
from profiting by advice, I knew she would 
hate me for advising faet ; she might sink into 
vulgarity or folly, but why should I grieve 
myself with seeing wiiat I ccmld not mend? 
I knew the CoUe<it<Mr would be sorry to part 
ivith me. I hope it iivas not cunning, but 
delicacy, that made me beg my mother to 
say that she had changed her mind, and 
>TOuld not leave me. How my heart pined 
for the sweet little girl ! I should have de< 
lighted to take her with nie, and n>ake a 
little sii^r of hen ' 
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We came off at five next morning, for 
thei;i the tide made. Poor Mary was not 
so indifferent as T thought. After we had 
parted, while the boat was putting off, she 
sprung, as from a sfidden impulse, on a great 
stone, and from thence to the boat again; 
she silently embraced me, with a tear on her 
cheek. If we never meet again I shall re- 
member this as ominous, for Mary is unused 
to the melting mood, I thought she never 
looked so pretty: what a fine face hers 
would be with suitable expression ! 

The morning was clear, though cold; I 
enjoyed very mucli the views on each side,, 
betwixt Mull and the coa^t, and saw the old ^ 
castles of DurtoUy and Dunstaffnage on 
rocks projecting into the sea, and mat\y 
other places of old renown. Do you know, 
the Collector, who knows but every thing,, 
says, Robert Bruce held a parliament, in 
Dunstaffnage, where all the barons spoke. 
Gaelic. We came past the pleasant and 
fertile isla.nd of Lesmore, a name signifying 
a large garden, and on the other side saw 
the coast of Appin, rich in early verdure, 

and 
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and sheltered with groves of oak. Tlie. 
scenery is various aiid beautiful. Tliis estate 
is at present possessed by a gentleman of 
taste and liberality*, who has improved it 
exceedingly, and, though not a native, seemi 
very much attached to the place. He has 
buttt a stately mansion on it, and, being atl 
enthusiast in regard to antiquities, and a 
lover of nature, is regarded by the people 
with as fond an attachment as any of their 
native chiefs. He is indeed, they say, very 
^>od and kind to tliem. I never saw a place 
that had more attractions for me ; 'tis wild 
without being savage ; woody^ but not 
^oomy; and fertile, but not flat I wish 
I were to go no further; I should like to 
tfeSd a flock of goats among those pictu- 
reifeqlie crags that form the bafck-ground of 
tte^ fine picture. A contrary wind gave me 
leisure to survey these beauties, but cold 
rfein and driving blaj^ts coming on, his ma- 
jesty's own wherry was in danger of being 
crrersetj like a common boat ; and his ma- 
yi^'^ wWi officer begaA to be afraid, lie 
^ Hcnfy Siiatbn, £^. tKnc^ di^ad. 

any 
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any other man. I feared nothing bat cold 
and wet, yet was very ^ad when I heard a 
proposal of hauling in to shore, which we 
did opposite to Appin, at the foot of a steep 
green hill, on the side of which was a dwel- 
ling newly erected, not sumptuous, but, by 
its neat outside and sashed windows, distin- 
guished from those of the common people. 
We climbed thelull, and were received with 
a kind of stately civility by a tall, thin, 
erett perBQn, a widow, — pale, wan, and 
woe-begone. She never asked who we were, 
till a good fire and most comfortable tea- 
drinkmg, with many other good things, put 
us in humour to make repHes. She asked 
my mother if we ware connected with the 
country. Now we had just left my father^s 
oountry, and entered my mother's. She 
told the good la^y her whole gienealogy, by 
no means omitting the InnenWheyle £imily, 
on which the old lady rose with ^eat so^ 
lemnity, cr^ng, ^^ All the water in the sea 
cannot wash your blood from mine." This 
tender embracer was succeeded by a long 
dissertation on the Innemaheyle &miiy, &c* 

There 
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There is an adventure for you, which wiil 
form a suitable conclusion to this important 
epistle. Adieu ! for the present. 



LElTTER X. 

TO MISS REID, GLASGOW% 

Fort Wijliam, May 14, 1773. 

The hospitable matron who received us 
SO kindly, is, alas ! a childless widow, yet 
not poor, as poverty is understood here ; 
and I really think the standard is better 
fixed than with you. Is it not due to Pro- 
vidence, to say one is easy, having every' 
necessary and some comforts? I should' 
like elegance dearly, if she were not so 
nearly allied {d luxury — and luxuiy too I 
could tolerate, if she were not so abomi-' 
nably selfish. I can never believe that a* 
bemg, whose wants are endless and num-' 
berless, can spare even a thought to the 
wants of otiiers. Very luxurious people do 
11 some 
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some charitable things, but they are induced 
tp dp them by vanity, example, or solici- 
tation. You ahvffys hear of heroism and 
great exertions of all kiilds in poor countries. 
Patience and fortitude, the virtues our help- 
less state most needs, are the growlJb of 
barren soils. I always delighted in Gray's^ 
Ode to Adversity ; read it once again, and > 
conipare its ennobling tenor with my ideas^ 
It is happy I think so : if wealth was every 
thing to me, as it is to many you know, it 
would make me miserable to see so many 
deserving creatures what you would call 
very poor; but they do not think themselves^ 
so, and ther(efore they are not so. — I know 
nothing so silly as the disgust and wt)nder 
your cockney Misses shew at ^ny custom of 
dress they are not used to. I now tbin^ 
plaids and faltans (fillets) just as becoming 
as I once did the furs and wampum of the 
Mohawks, whom I always remember with. 
iindneSs. 

As this )ong digression cannot mudi 

please, I hope it will gi'eady improve you* 

yVe landed on the west side, and to save 

VOL. T. E sailing 
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sailing found a long point, resolved to tialk 
to Ballachuelish* by the light of the moon ? 
it was a Weak evening, and tlie wind 
whistled dolefully Avhile we were passings 
in utter darkness, through a small wood ; 
the moon broke through a cloud, and the 
owl began to hoot most opportunely. I 
started, and was shewn the cairn (or rude 
fhonument of loose stones) where Campbell 
of Glenure had been murdered, and where 
every passenger throws a stone. I can't con* 
veytoyouthe impression, which thisassem* 
blage of gloomy images made at once on my 
mind, aided by the recollection that a 
Wortliy and innocent gentleman, related to 
iny mother, suffered deatli in consequence i 
though it appeared afterwards, the murder 
xvas committed by a soldier in the French 
iservice, who lurked in the country since th« 
year 1745, for that purpose. Tlie eulo* 
gium and history of this victim of prejudice, 
kept our attention engaged till we reached 

* An estate on the northern border of Argyle- 
fihire ; possessd by a relation of the Author. 

Bal* 
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ftallacliuelish. The lady was not at home; 
1 was soiTy for it. She is a person of more 
than common understanding and virtue, 
whom I greatly esteem. She has built a fruit 
wall, a thing before unheard of here, and 
does much good among the common people^ 
with the productions of her garden, where 
she has medical herbs, which she shews 
much skill and humanity in applying to their 
proper uses. I have changed my mind 
about herding goats, and now the result of 
my moonlight meditation in the wood, and 
my reflections on this good lady s well-eumed 
praise, have determined me to seek forth- 
with, 

" A hairy gown and narrow cell. 
Where 1 may sit and nightly spell^ 
Of every star that heaven doth shewj 
And every herb that sips the dew." 

What fine transitions one might make, from 
tlie bright eye of the cdestial bull, to the 
soft eye of the terrestrial daisy, by tlius stu- 
dying stars and herbs together. A ^mir of 
hermits^ were that possible, would, be a 
¥» 2 double 
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double felicity; but, perhaps, I may see 
«ome thing to morrow, at my grand fatliers, 
tvhich may suggest a new mode of life to 
me. But, whether nun, goat-herd, herbalist, 
or star-gazer, depend on my being unalter- 
ably yours. 



1. E T T E R XI. 



TO MISS REID.' 

Fort William, May 17, 1770. 
I DARE say I am the more prejudiced 
against this place, because I was brought 
here so soon against my inclination. The 
young ladies of Glencoe, with whom I have 
a remote connection, and who were at tlie 
dancii^-school with me the first winter I was 
in Scotland, (and great companions for 
tiie time we were,) sent urgent invitations, 
and were witliin two hours ride. I should 
have liked very much to see them; the 
youngest is a fine creature, — ^all heart and 
soul, without a thought to hide. Qlcncoe 
^he has often described to me as very sin- 
gular 
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gular in its appearance and situation ;-^a 
glen so nanow, so warm, so fertile, so 
overhung by mountains, which seem to meet 
above yon,— with sides so shrubby and 
woody ! — the haunt of roes, and numberless 
small birds. They told me it was unequalled 
for the chorus of " wood notes wUd," that 
resounded from every side. The sea is scr 
near that its roar is heard, and its produc- 
tions abound. It was always ftccounted (for 
its narrow bounds) a place of great plenty 
and security. In this romantic retreat, 
where a blue stream bends its course, with 
a half circular sweep, through the most 
peaceful and secluded of narrow vales, tho 
matchless melody of the sweet voice of Cona 
first awaked the joy of grief. On that ao 
count you may well believe the glen is peo- 
pled uith images^ tliat are " pleasant, yet 
mournful to the soul." Why did I not g« 
there to meet the fciir spirit of Malvina in the 
haunt of roes ? Happy daugliter of Toscai"! 
to have thy spotless faith, thy virtuous sor- 
rows, and thy soul-inspired beauties, im^ 
mortalized in tlie sublime and tender strains 
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of thy heroic friend ! Thrice happy to 
liave the heavenly employment of pouring 
the balm of sympathy into wounds of the 
heart, that could not be dosed ; of support- 
ing the feeble steps of age and blindness ; of 
socthing, with the melting music of thy 
voice, and the soft sound of thy plaiittive 
harp, the sorrows of the veneralile bard^ 
and of hearing him a^vake those divine 
strains, that consecrate to future ages, the 
fame of thy generous hero, and all thy mild 
graces and gentle virtues! 

Daughter of Toscar ! dear and frequent 
to my nightly visions, come, like a moon- 
beam, to the chamber of my repose ! I 
"uish, with all my heart, that I could design 
and paint like Angelica. Then would I 
give " a combination and a form indeed,'^ 
to tlie beautiful image that exists in my 
toind, of the fair mourner of Lutha. The 
Aweet sadness of her eyes you should only 
imagine { I would not have them profaned 
by vulg!dr gaze; she should sit on the 
gfdund beside the prince of bards, her 
•white arm thrown car^essly over her silent 
U harp; 
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harp; she should look pensively down, as 
fixed in ^tender recollection. Her thick 
locks, blown aside from her fair forehead, as 
by^tlic autumnal gale, should by chance, as 
it were, display tlie pensive grace, marking 
those fine formed brows from which sh^^ 
took her name ; her beauty should appear 
fast fading like the many-coloured foliage oa 
tlie bacxk gromid, and mild composure should 
denote a soul that feels a sad enjoyment m 
its suflferings, and would not purchase eas§ 
at the price of oblivion. Humbler pursuits 
and duties are wisely aasigied to me. la 
conformity to tl^at desigoation^ which waa 
certainly meant for my happiness, I shaU 
pome down tx> the safer wsdks of commoq 
life, and tell you tlje sad story thai has mad^ 
this glen fi'equenl; in ihe songs of modern 
bards, and has even found its ^^ay to the page 
of history, to blot it with crimes unequalled 
in our age and country. 

But, first, that you may estimate duly the 

renown of this little glen, I must tell you 

what a tuneful and warlike . tribe inhabited 

it. The tribe of Macdonalds, called Mac 

E 4 Jans, 
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Jans* or sons of John, who dwelt in this 
•sequestered spot, were all, as the country 
people say, born poets; and this belief was 
60 well established, that, if a Mac Jan could 
not rhyme, his legitimacy was called in ques- 
tion : whatever his other merits might be, 
he was no genuine Mac Jan. This is not 
only very strange, but very tme; but I think 
fve may credit it, on the principle of the old 
l^e-word, ** Bode a gown of gowd and yell 
aye get the sleeve of it/'f The first pos- 
sessors of this peaceful retreat, were led to 
take a powerilil interest in the spngs of 
Sehna, by the proud consciousness of dwell-' 
ing in the spot made sacred by the birth of 
the tuneful hero. The profouftd seclusion in 
which they lived, encouraged meditation; 
tlie noble objects which surrounded them, 
and shut out the world, sublimed it. The 
plenty, their retreat aflbrded to tlieir hunting 
and fisliing pursuits afforded leisure for the 

* The name should be printed thus : Macian. 

+ A proverb, indicating, that a strong coir- 
fidcnce of success will, at least, procure a degree 
of the object aspired to. 

Muse. 
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^luse. Poefey was universally familiap, 
where every eminent character rejoiced cind 
mourned in measured strains. All the, most 
obvious images, phrases, and rhymes grew 
so common, that nothing could be easier 
than sti'inging rhymes together like those 

you have seen me get from and , 

whOy I doubt not, thought it incumbent on 
them to be poetical^ as well as the Mac 
Jans, Rosalind says^ in As you like it, 
" I could rhyme you sa for a year to- 
gether; — dinners, and sup[)ers, and sleep- 
ing-times excepted." Whether it was by 
those mechanic means, or by su})erior powers 
of imagination, it appears this tun^l tribe 
claimed all the respect due to superior ta- 
lents; to which was addedy that paid to 
distinguished courage. When tbey were in- 
duceii.by the fatal feuds, so common in oW 
times, to attack any other tiibe, it was n^t 
easy to pursue them into theic retreats; and 
then they sallied forth again witli the hardi- 
ness produced by impunity. Thus they 
became fearless themselves, and feared by 
others. To be concise, tliey were always 
E5 with. 
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with the Stuarts, their neighbour clan, and 
against their opponents, which, in the end,, 
pi'ovoked no common vengeance. In the 
year 1 694, or later, it was required, that all 
heads of tribes, in that district, should take 
tlie oaths to Government at Inverary. Now 
this was a hard pill; for the highlanders 
tduld never forgive King William for de- 
throning his uncle. Twas quite out of their 
style of doing injuries; and the reasons for 
so doing were beyond their comprehension. 
Probably Mac Jan was not in the least sorry 
tiiat a violent storm made the mountains ifti-^* 
passable about the last days of grace ;' so he 
made a declaration before some magistrate 
at Fort William, that he would have gone 
to take the oaths, if he could. This in- 
formality was seized on as a pretext, by 
tome enemy whom he had in the army, 
whose ancestors had probably suffered from 
the fiiry of a Glencoe irruption, A com- 
pany marched out^ from the Fort, under 
pretence of quartering in the glen, ,tiH the 
daths were taken. They were received 
%ilji the most hospitable kindness; the 

officers 
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officers were lodged in Glenco's house; the 
soldiers with his tenants. Tliis happened 
in the joyous days of Christmas, when it is> 
if ever, that these people have plenty and 
good cheer. Glenco was not well, but sat 
up and played at cards the last night, out of 
courtesy to the officers. At midnight the- 
soldiers got the word of command ; every 
man went in and shot his host, and then 
bayonetted the boys and old people^ It was^ 
a clear frosty night The discharges of shot 
tiirough the echoing glen alarmed those who 
had given up their beds to their guests, and 
slept in bye places. Of tliese I cannot ex- 
actly recollect how many escaped to the 
mountain, to suffer every extremity of cold,, 
hunger, grief, and fear. I have not nerves 
fcr the whole detail ; suffice it, that Glen-^ 
go's last breath was spent in a devout as- 
piration ; that his superannuated falher was 
murdered in his bed, by an ensign, whose 
riame should never be pronounced, or 
written; and that his eldest son, in his 
eighth year, was stabbed by the same ruffian,, 
when on his khe*es, imploring mercy, 

e6 The.^ 
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The present Laird, grandfather to my 
young friends^ was au infant two years old, 
and was carried off to the hills, by his nurse^ 
unobserved. The only other male in the 
chief s house who escaped was the bard ; I 
^un sure he did not, like Phemius, cry out, 
" O spare the poet's ever gentle mind ;" 
jior, by any means, owe his safety to his 
tunefol powers ; but, as every shift had been 
made to. accommodate the strangers, he 
6lept in some odd corner. Next day there, 
was neither smoke seen, nor voice heard in 
this close-peopled glen, which before con- 
tained about three hundred inhabitants. The 
bard sait alone upon a rock,, and, looking 
down, composed a long dismal song, which 
I would give all my ear-rings to undergtaiiA 
They say it has not much poetical merit 
No wonder—'* Small heart had he to sing." 
Now you are waiting to hear, with a savagp 
delist, pf the punishments inflicted oji tliose 
midnight assassins, and the exemplary ven- 
geanpe tliat pursued their cruel chief. No 
j$uch matter ; the cry of blopd resounded 
over all Jlurope, and the hero of Nassau 

hfiard 
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heard it, as if he heard it not Tliis was a 
great blot in his character; but, no doubt, 
he had. been made to believe, that Glena> 
was some sanguinary monster, who lived by 
rapine. Princes adjust their accounts of this 
kind very easily; it is but calling people 
savages, and then their blood is of no value, 
and their lives of no consequence. 

Why should a musical, poetical, and pa- 
tnarchal highland chief fare better than the 
Incas of Peru, " where dwelt tlie gentlest 
children of the Sun." 

William was a hero after all. But au- 
thority, pure at the source, is often poisoned 
in the channels. Yet, though he could not 
remedy tlie evil, he ought to have aven^d 
it. Now you would know how the chief 
agent in tliis villany ended. He died at .a 
ripe age, aUmdantly prosperous. But who 
saw his nightly visions, or felt his secret 
pang^? The Judge of all the earth never 
fails to do right, . though we cannot always ^ 
see how. 

Satiate with blood, I bid you good nights 
It k very possible, I am going to occupy 

tfi€ 
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the same room the Ensign slept in, when he 
returned from the depopulated glen; he 
will, may be, come and smile on me, like 
the blood-smeared Banquo. 

** From fairies, and the tempters of the night. 
Guard me, good angels." 

I am awake, and have not seen the en- 
sign. Let his memory perish, as well as 
that of all tlie wretches who perveited 
mercy, and abused authority in tliis place. 
Of the many shocking details I have been, 
pained with, I shall only recite one. There 
was aa English major, who, in the absence 
qf the governor, commanded the garrison in 
the dismal year 1746. There was, at that 
time, after much previous severity, a free 
pardon offered to all the lower class, who 
would deliver up their arms; those found 
with weapons in their possession had no 
mercy to expect. 

After supper, when the commandant and 
his officers were enjoying their bowl in this 
house, the serjeant of the guard came in, 
and said, there were three men brought in 
with their arms,^ — What should be done 

with. 
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with them ? " What but hang them ! " said 
the major, impatient of disturbance- Now 
this was owing to the seijeant s inaccuracy 
of expression. The poor men, in fact, were 
coming in with their arms, to deliver them 
up, and, meeting one of the out-parties by 
the way, accompanied them to the garrison.. 
*^ When the giant awoke from his wine," 'it 
was the first thing he did to look out at the 
window ; and the first object he saw, was 
the bodies of these unhappy men, hung over 
a mill opposite. He was filled with horror, 
not recollecting his last night s order. When 
it was explained to him that the poor crea- 
tures came to receive the proffered mercy, 
the intelligence threw him into a deep and 
lasting melancholy. My father, though of 
all whigs tlie bluest, speaks with horror of 
this transaction, and says he saw a very 
pretty young widow come to that mill the 
following winter,, whose father, brother, and. 
husband, had been the sutFcrers. — O ! when 
shall I have spirits to relish the kindness 1 
lecdve firom very woilhy people here, kxtd 
^ve yott some idea of Inverlochy ? Dismal, 

dismal, 
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dismal, it appeared to me ; drencned m^ 
cold rains, and covered with clouds of ui>- 
usual daikness. The shore so flat and un- 
meaning! A long low moor spreading behind; 
very little verdure in sight ; no peaceful vates 
or sweet streams ; the very river Nevis to 
me looks gloomy and stupid ; 'tis a little 
Acheron. Ben Nevis is a great clumsy 
mountain, without any fanciful breaks, or 

. fine marked outline, likfj tliose of JVIorven. 
It is great, without sublimity, and seems to 
nod above this ugly town, and shake a per- 
petual drizzle from its misty locks. As far 
as a mountain can resemble a man, it re- 
sembles the person Smollet hiis n:iai ked out 
by the name of Captain Gawky. I wonder 
much, how any one lives here, who could live 
any where else,. 

Yet, I am told, Glei:ievis has rural beaiv- 
ties, and is very sweet and placid, when 
once you get into it, which I have no desire 
to do. The village, which stretclics fiom 
the Fort, along the banks of the Lochy, is a 
very tolerable one, could I but think so; 

>*but this Fort, "with many a &>u\ aiid 

mid-day 
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tiiid-day murder fed," looks just like a place 
to kill people in, 'tis so gloomy and un- 
coutli : it is trianguki- ; tlie soldiers' bar- 
racks are of wood, grown black with the 
constant rains. We are in the best of the 
officers' apartments, occupied by a very 
worthy family, the master of which holds 
the same half-military eniployment here, 
which my father is to exercise at Fort Au- 
gustus. I was not in the humour for liking 
these people if I could help it, but I find I 
must They grow upon me every moment. 
Mr. Gray* is a native of the border; quite 
an original: harsh-looking at first, yet, 
when the smile of benevolence lights up his 
countenance, and his humour, anecdote, 
and observation begin to unfold, you would 
not tliink him the same person, Mrs. Gray 
13 just recovering from ilhiess; mild and 
J^eautiful I am sure she has been ; and they 
have a little boy, more lovely thmi the 

* Mr. Gray was Barrack-master, Vost-master, 
^'C. at Fort William; had large farms, trading ves- 
sels, &c. and was iu easy circumstances aud muck 
respected, 

Cupida 
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Cupids in the college; if he could but speak, 
he would almost rival Anne the well-beloved. 
I say so much of people so new to me% 
because they are the only objects here I can 
regard with any complacency. If Fort Au- 
gustus be such a place, I will certainly be^ 
come a votary of tlie 

" Pensive nun, devout and pure, 

Sober, stedfast, and demure," ' 

whom we used to admire so much* Expedt 
to see me when we meet, 

" Witb aabJe stole ofcypr«i»lttwa, - 
0*er my decent shouideri drawn/^ 

— I have no spite against this place, but I 
am provoked at its superabimdant nega« 
tives. It is a sea-port, without being ani* 
mated j it is a village, without the air of 
peace and simplicity ; it is military, without 
being either gay, or bold lookmg; it is 
country; without being rural ; it is high- 
land, without being picturesque or ro- 
mantic ; it has plains without verduie, hills 
without wood3, mountains without majesty, 

and 
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and a sky without a sun; at least liis beams 
appear so seldom, that I wonder the Loch- 
abrians are not dazzled into idolatry, 
T'/hen he walks in his brightness. — O, 
this is a bad countiy for a butterfly, a 
bee, or an enthusiast, to expatiate in; 
but it is the best place in the world to 
remember an absent friend in ! *' Thought 
strays a wretched rover o er the pleas- 
ing past|' I feel the spark of fancy 
kindling at the torch of memory; but, 
as Gray says of Jove's eagle, '* the 
tliunder of whose beak, snd lightning of 
whose eye were to be quenched," &c. &c. 
I too will quench my mental light in 
♦* dark clouds of slumber." Meet me in 
my dreams, daughter of winding Cluthal 
Adieu ! 
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LETTER XII. 

TO MISS REIDr 

Fort William, May 20, 1773. 
MY DEAR H., 

1 DARE say you are ready to cry out, 
•' Locliabef no more f and I am sure I am 
ready to echo the same note. Yet whe 
ever left a happy family without regret ? 
and I am about to leave a very happy onot 
Our host improves upon us every houn He 
has good sense, and a good heart; and is a 
perfect cabinet of that sort of old-fashioned 
knowledge that Hike, He isfromiiearthe Law 
of Berwick, and knows all the traditionary 
history of the Border ; of the Humes and 
the Elliots. He is, in fact, a true blood 
old Scotsnian; shrewd, cautious, and sar- 
castic, yet kind and aftectionate where he 
loves. 

Do you know if ever I break a resolution 
you i^cf cfy it shall be in favour of an ugly 

niaiu 
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man. Ugly is a harsh word, I only mean 
plain looking, rather haiih, like Mr. Gray : 
he should he much older than myself too'. 
These are the people likely to be most 
grateful for attention, from a person whose 
youth, &c. &c. might make it presumed, that 
she had made some sacrifices. I do not 
suppose myself capable of having any thing 
to do with folly or knavery ; but, put these 
out of the question, and if I had a choice of 
fifty, it would not be the wisest, the wittiest, 
the wealthiest, nor, by any means, the 
handsomest, that I should choose. No ; it 
would be the person capable of most affec- 
tion, if one had scales that would weigh 
such a thing. But, wanting these, he who, 
having the least opinion of his dear self, is 
likeliest to value another; he, who, having 
outlived early vanity and romance, can best 
value *' the sober certainty of making bliss," 
such as this good couple most deservedly 
enjoy. She is amiable, gentle, and well- 
bred; a person of family too. He looks 
with such calm complacency at her, and ia 
so charmed with .every thing ^he says ! The 
* * respect 
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respect she shews him, is so softened by af* 
fection ! Slie has a sister here*, not the least 
like her, but an excellent creature; good- 
hearted, frank-spirited, and active. They 
all form such an harmonious groupe, and 
tlie little boy is so lovely ! There is one in 
tlie cradle too ; but I only mind those that 
can "softly speak, and sweetly smile;'* 
for the boy of boys has some pretty half- 
formed words. My father went on a week 
ago to Fort Augustus, to regulate matters 
for our removal; but Jiis predecessors fa^ 
mily are ill of fevers. We have been urged 
to stay here till matters are in a train, but 
have resolved to proceed. I am sure I shall 
feel much concern when I go away. There 
is a Major C — ne here, a man of taste and 
ingenuity, who pleases me much by the de- 
light he takes in talking of liis wife, who is 
certainly very pretty. He has her picture, 
drawn by himself^ with a most angelic ex- 
pression. Happy artist ! w ho can thus- give 
^ visible and lovely-form to the predominant 
image in Ills mind. If I could but sing and 

* Miss Grabani, still living. 

draw 
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tifaw true likenesses of my friends, I tliink I 
should not be an unhappy exile, after all. — 
I will not write another word from hence. I 
am busy with a piece of work, which I mean 
as a memorial for sweet Mrs. Gray ; and 
won't bestow a minute on you, till I see 
myself in Loch Ness. Good night, my 
dearest ! Write, or not write, my spirit is 
witli you; and I feel a pleasure in thinking 
I can contribute to your amusement. 

Once more adieu! when I meet wiih 
nnotker that possesses your native delicacy, 
your disinterestedness, your purity of heart, 
I will forget you : forget all our past hap- 
piness, and tliose that shared it. Peace be 
with you, my own Harriet* 
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LETTER XIII. 



TO MISS RLID. 



Fort Augustus, May 524, 1773. 
MY DEAREST HARRIET, 

I AM very much disordered by my jour- 
ney ; but, while I am able, I shall endeavour, 
to describe it, for Bell as well as for you, and 
it is needless to tell you both tlie same 
tiling. 

Oo Monday we set out on horseback, 
good Mr. Gray conducting us to High- 
bridge ; and a most instructive and enter- 
taining, companion he was. ^Vhy did I leave 
Lochaber without introducing you to the 
castle of Inverlochy ? You never saw such 
a castle in your life. I mused the whole 
night after I saw it, on the strange manner 
in which the inliabitants must have lived. 
It is large and sqdare, and has the remains 
of four round towers. It is built of round 
atones, tliat never were touched by the ham- 
1 o , mer. 
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trier. You may guess its venerable anti- 
quity, from the circumstance of Achaius, 
" our gude Scots king," having signed a 
league witii Charlemagne here, in the eighth 
cent'iry. 

Only think how kings could choose such a 
residence ; but they were great hunters, and 
the dark moors in view were all a forest 
then. The sea running up so far into the 
bosom of the mountains, was also a favour* 
able circumstance : besides, it stands in the 
moutli of the singular and important Glen- 
more, which I shall hereafter describe to 
you. It is somewhat singular that sixteen 
thanes, or chiefs, of tlie name of Cummin^ 
witnessed this league. 

The progress and declension of power is 
\ix)rth tmcing; it makes no unimportant 
part of the history of human natuiu In these 
days the Cummings were unrivalled in the 
north, and potent every where. The wisdom 
and valour of ^ some distinguished indivi- 
duals, no doubt, procured tiiis influence at 
first When they acquired it, they abused their 
power; by their joint influence, bore down 

VOL. I. F every 
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every other name, till, in the end, they 
became the objects of universal fear and 
jealousy. 

There were doubtless, among so great a 
number, unwortliy individuals, whom the 
Spirit of clanship led the' more deserving to 
protect and support, in some instances of 
violence or fraud. This created a kind of 
combination against them; and the trea- 
chery of the Red Cumming^ which pro- 
voked Robert the Bruce to stab him in the 
cloister of the Gray-friais at Dumfries, was 
a mortal stroke to their declining power. 

What an astonishing instance it was of 
our great Robert's royalty of mind, that, 
when hunted from place to place, pursuing 
a precarious title to a despoiled crown, he 
could, in the glow of virtuous indignation, 
perform such a deed in such a place, without 
losing all popularity ! It was the blindness 
of zeal. The cruelty of the times, attended 
with bitter exasperations, prevent its being 
a stain on our liberal minded hero. Don't 
tliink I am diverted from my favourite stetr 
in the galaxy of fame; I always see the 

spirit 
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sfMiit of Wallace superior and alone, like 
Hercules, reposing after his labours. Do 
not tell me of his bemg bloody; no doubt 
he thought it was the " sword of the Lord, 
and of Gideon, that he drew:" *^ Nothing 
he did in hate, but all in honour." I re- 
verence his hallowed shade, as much at this 
present moment, as when we were trying 
to lift his ti^ o-handed sword in Dumbarton 
Castle* 

Now I was as full of the idea of the castle 
of Inverlochy as possible, when these heroes 
carried me away. The strength of this ve- 
nerable pile is wonderful. Mr. Gray has 
told us how they built these strange walls. 
There was a frame of boards made of their 
height and breadth, into which dissolved 
lime, and stones of all sizes and sorts were 
poured: when these consolidated, the 
frame was t^en away, and the wall was 
everlasting. Pray thank me for your first 
lesson in architecture^ which^ at any rate^ 
will do you no harm* 

• We visited this reliquc the day we parted. 

F2 . Now 
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Now I am going to commit to your 
prudent secrecy a flight among the clouds, 
lyhich I ventured in a very stormy day, and 
a, very melancholy hour : 

Rave on, ye demons of the storm ! 

- The skies disturb, the seas deform, 

And urge the whirling blast ! 

Commix the waves in wild uproar, 

And howl along the desert shore, 

While nature shrinks aghast ! 

From the dark chambers of the sky, 
I see the lurid lightnings fly 

With quick illusive glance ; 
While thunders, murmuring from afar, 
Proclaim the elemental war, 

And nearer still advance. 

]MethinkB, with horrid joy elate. 
Avenging ministers of fate 

Now mount the whirlwind's wing; 
And, while they trace their destin'd path, 
Tremendous pour the vial'd wrath 

Of nature's awful King ! 

Bage on, ye blasts ! uijmov'd by fear. 

Your fierce conflicting strife I bear 5 

For what have I to (Jread f 

Not storms, whose fury rends the sky, 

Nor thunder, pealing from on high. 

Awake th' unconscious dead. 

5 Since 
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Since dead to hope, and love, and joy, 
Why should your pow'r my peace destroy, 

Or break my njournful cahn ? 
Your deepest base, your loftiest tone, 
Grateful to me, and me alone, 

I feel, like sorrow's balm. 

Thus, pleased, the sea fowl cry aloud, 
While, toss'd aloft, from cloud to cloud, 

With heedless course they roam ; 
With stern delight, unmix'd with cure, 
They wander thro' the troubled air, 

Like me, without a home ! 

This, you say, is an exaggeration, for 
both the sea-fowl and I shall find our home 
in due time. True ; but this is the language 
• of deep . despondency, which aggravates 
■ every thing, and- looks to no future comfort. 
The poetry of sorrow, however real the 
sorrow may be, sees images through mist, 
and enlarges them. In these cases, where 
there is imagination and au ear for har- 
mony that predispose one to it, solitude aiid 
sadness veiy natumlly lead the mind " to 
feed on thoughts that voluntary move, har- 
monious numbers." This amusement may 
tend to soothe and to refine the mind, but 
F 3 whether 
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whether one is tlie happier for refinement, 
is a doubtful case; though I were wise 
enough, I am too drowsy for decision. The 
account of my journey must also be deferred 
till to-morrow, when, I trust, my head will 
be clearer, and my heart lighter. I will tell 
you of the diabolical quotation which oc- 
curred to me on entering tlie chamber which 
is to be mine : 

** Receive thy new possessor, one who brings 
A uiind not to be chang'd by time or plate.'' 

I left my narrative yesterday to mount the 
clouds and chiase phanlboms. I am now very 
sick, and very sober, and resolved to be 
methqdical. If I grow worse, our cor- 
respondence will terminate in the only way 
it ever shall; if not, I must attend my wonted 
dutks, and lay do\^n my pen. But this 
day is mine, and shall, tlicrefore, be your's. 
Know, then, beloved, that the Glenmore, 
or Great Valley, is an opening fix)m sea to 
«ea, across Scotland, through some of the 
wildest parts of tlie Highlands. On the 
east, the spacious fritli of Cromarty^ at 
the head -of which lies Inverness, runs up 

between 
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between Ross shire and Murray, a great way 
inward, till it readies the Highlands ; then, 
on the west, you sail in between Appin, 
I^smore, and Mull, till you come to Loch 
Linnhe, an inlet of the sea, on wliich Fort 
William stands. A little further, as you go 
towards Fort Augustus, you meet with the 
X*ochy, a river whicli, coming in a westward 
course from Loch Lpchy, discharges itself 
into Ix)chinnhe, at the old castle of Inver- 
lochy, properly signifying the dischai'ge of 
the Lochy. Over bmwn and unvaried 
tnoors, we travelled, still in. sight of tlijs 
short river, till we arrived at its parent lakq, 
long, narrow, and remarkable for nothing, 
but its occupying some miles of the Glen- 
more, a nd, having had the last battle be- 
tween adverse clans fought on its banks, 
which are a dull flat What gives it in- 
terest is, that, when you arrive at the end of 
it, you see and feel yourself in tlie centre 
betwixt the two seas, and see at once the 
Lochy and the Oich on each side of you, 
running in opposite direction^, one making 
its way through Loch Linnhe to the jvest sea, 
F4 and 
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and the other through Lech Ness into the 
Murray lirth, on the east. It is those fast- 
I'oUowing lakes, hnkcd by filial streams, that 
form the opening which the three forts were 
meant to guard, and which, they say, in- 
vites art to the aid of nature in fonning a 
canal, that should, in a manner, divide Scot- 
land ; but that will be the business of a wiser 
and a richer century*. I should have told 
you, in the right place, of my passing High- 
bridge, eight or nine miles, I think, from 
Fort William. It crosses the Spean, a 
small river, which, rushing down from the 
central mountains, has worn a channel of 
astonishing depth. Over this, t^o shrubby 
craggs project. The bridge is thrown across 
from the one to the other, and the arches, 
founded in the riv^r, are ninety feet high. 
You know how little I understand, or cave 
for buildintrs ; but fine brido;es cast over 
deep chasms, have that kind of grandeur 
that seizes on my gothic imagination. The 
(•fleet of this one must be forcible, I should 
think, on every mind. After so much 
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dreaiy moor, the shrubbery and verdure 
aboyt it refresh the eye; and the simple 
majesty of these lofty arches forms a fine 
contrast to the noble, though irregular piles 
of rock- work, which they connect. . The 
^ boiling" and " wheeling" of the waters 
below animate the view; and even itsdizs^ 
horror pleases, after the long pause of 
dreary stillness you have just quitted. An* 
other fer-seen object gives sad variety to 
the prospect, before you leave the languid 
safheness towards Loch Lochy ; it is 
Siochiel and the ruins of Achnacarrie, once 
the mMision of the gentle chieftain of the 
Camerons*^ I call him gentle, because he 
really was so^ His disposition was milder^ 
his manners softer, and his mind more 
cultivated than those, of his companions in 
misfortune, to use a soft word. He vi^b 
like Brutus among the conspirators, whom, 
you used to admire in the play :. 

♦ The estate of this ^respectable exile, forfeited 
in the year 1745, has been by his present Majesty 
restored to his descendant,, the present Lochiel. 
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•• The rest did what they did ia envy of great 
Cesar, 
He only, in a general honest thought," &c. Sec. 

No man sacrificed more domestic com- 
fort to mistaken principle. No man ha4 
dearer views of the fatal result In vain he 
endeavom^d to dissuade the adventurer, 
who landed near his house, fiDm carrymgon 
fab ill-supported project. When he saw his 
doubts were misconstrued into fear, he took 
a tender leave of his fiunily, and plunged 
into the gulf where he foresaw destruction. 
Can I possibly quit Achnacarrie, without 
proudly reciting an instance of the generous 
attachment of the tenants to their exiled 
chief. His estate was forfeited, and they 
paid the usual rent to the Crown ; besides 
this, they voluntarily paid a rent to support 
Lqchiel's fiimily abroad. When the demesne 
was taken by spme friends for their behoof^ 
the tenants stocked it with cattle of all kinds. 
This too was a pure benevolence; and to 
this my grandfather, one of that faithfiil 
band, amply contributed. — Mn Gray is 
provoked at my stupidity, in not being lost 

in 
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in admiration and astonishment at the mi7 
litary roads. Highbridge, wliich makes a 
part of them, I do admire, but have no 
clear apprehension of their general beauty, 
or wonderful usefulness. I do not just take 
it for grjmted, that they are to civilize the 
country so speedily and fjfFectually; the 
people were very civil when they were wel 
treated ; they ^\ ere so agile and familiar witli 
their own bye-paths, and so accustomed 
to go # 

** Over moor, over mire, 
Thro' bush, and thro' briar/' 

that I am not clear they will always forsake 
their old short cut, for the pleasure of going 
ten miles round on hard gravel. These roads 
will afford access to strangers, who dislike and 
despise the natives, because they do not 
understand them; and to luxuries they can- 
not afford to pay for, and would be happier 
without. Early accustomed to savage life, 1 
have not the horror at it that wiser people 
have. As far as merely regards this world, 
I am not sure how much my old 51 ohawk 
:Gdendshave to gain by being civiUzed; no? 
f6 9a^ 
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are my expectations very sanguine of the 
felicity which more knowledge of good and 
evil will produce here. They know the 
plain, the narrow path, Avhich revelation has 
traced out to a happy immortality ; and what 
more can they know, that will not be vanity 
and vexation of spirit, to a country which 
nature meant to be poor. I am sure savages 
have more useful and pleasing knowledge 
than people imagine, were it only that of 
birds and plants. 

This, perhaps, is saying too much; but I 
am so provoked at seeing shallow, artificial 
people, who have no ideas but what they 
borrow, treating the inventive children of 
the \^dld with scorn. Those who pace all 
their lives on in an even-paved road, doing 
every day just what they did yesterday, are 
unable to estimate the powers of those, who 
must bend their mind every hour to some 
new and unpremeditated exertion. — After 
we passed the centre of the Glenmore, where 
tlie waters divide, I was much pleased to 
find woody hills, and gieen plains, narrow, 
but beautiful, opening before me. Laggana- 

chadrom 
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chadrom charmed me : it seemed so ruraJ, 
so peaceful, and so social. Thinking what 
innocent sylvan^ beings dwelt in those huts, !• 
contemplated them with secret pleasoi'e ; and 
so would you, knowing no more than I did, 
I am sure there were forty distinct buildings 
spread out on a smooth little plain, of the- 
softest, freshest verdure. The broad end 
of Loch Oich, the prettiest of all possible 
lakes, forms the base of this triangular 
plain: the steep green hill of I etterfinlay, on 
the slope of which the light foliage of the 
drooping birch waved in the evening gale, 
formed one side, and the variegated slopes 
and broken copses on the Glengarry side, 
the other. Mr. Gray had returned. We 
had a boy, very smai t and inteUigent, who 
took care of our horses. ' Lost in contem- 
plation, we were enjoying tliis pastoral 
scenery^ when we wer^ interrupted with 
'" Ladies, the greatest thieves in all the 
country hve in tdese houses." We were 
shocked, but found, upon inquiry, that tliis 
sweet hamlet was really inhabited by the 
only reraaimng horde of those plunderers, 

who 
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who used to consider making a spreath as- a 
gallant exploit ; now, a spreath was carrying 
away forcibly a herd of cattje, and fighting 
their way through all opposition. I felt a 
kind of horror on finding that the cluster 
of innocent peasants' cottages I had been 
admiring, was merely a den of thieves. I 
now began to hold tlie military road, and 
civilizing the natives, in all due r^veraice. 
Nay, such a complete convert was I become, 
that I felt inclined to admire a happy thought 
of a worthy good-natured Irishman, Gor 
vemor Gaulfield, at Fort George, who most 
poetically exclaimed, 

^* Had you seen these roads before they were made, 
You would hold up your hands, and bless Marshal 
Wade.'' 

I wish I could share with youHie pleasure I 
felt, in admiring, in a sweet still May even^ 
ing, the scenery round LochOich and Inver- 
garrie ; the declining sun was slunihg,. imme- 
diately after one of those soft warm showers 
that steal silently down, refi:^shing all nature, 
and awakening the whole woodland melody. 
A blackbird, on one side of Loch Oich, 
6 - poured 
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poured olit the fullest strain of wild music I 
ever lieard; whil^ a wood-lark, from the 
streaming birch-trees on the other side; 
seemed emulous of bis notes, and was more 
sweetly liquid, thou^ not so loud. Do the 
birds really sing sweeter here, or does thie 
wild scenery of these narrow vales reverbe- 
rate the sound, and produce a tone of feeling 
more accordant to the music of nature? I 
never befwe felt the magic spell of sweet- 
according sounds so powerful. O ! how I 
wished for some one to share a luxury that 
wealth cannot purchase, and that thousands 
Are not born to taste ! 

« O ! blind to truth, to virtue blind. 
Who slight the sweetly pensive mind. 
On whose birth the Graces mild, , 
And every Muse prophetic smil'd." 

** These are the spirits born to know and prove, 
All nature's charms immense, and heaven's un* 
bounded love." 

From thid trance I was waked by^ bright 
gleam of the parting sun, which threw its 

yellow 
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yellow radiance on the opposite windows of 
Invergarrie house. This has all the charac* 
teristic features of the seat of a Highland 
chieftain — the lake, with little wx)oded* 
islands, that seemed to float on tlie calm 
surftice before it; tlie rapid river nishing 
down from the mountains, pouring its full 
stream into the lake beside it ; the remain- 
ing tower of the ancient castle frowning 
proudly on the modem house ; the long 
habitable glen opening back from the man- 
sion of the chief, embosomed in woods and 
rocks, and animated by clusters of warm 
peaceful hamlets. From these evei^ peasant 
rushes to arms, when his masters honour or 
safety is endangered : here every man is a 
hunter, a fisher, and an architect, in his own 
way ; and there is a musician in every house,, 
and a poet in every hamlet. 

Alas ! for me, that am " of language 
strange," and have returned to the Jand of 
my forefathers, with only this Chaldean; 
Englifh. " Dark sayings on the harp" are 
dark indeed to me.. 

I greatly 
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I gi'catly wish you saw Glengarry* it k 
so picturesque; the glen that ascends from 
it, instead of narrowing, as usual, gi^ows 
broader, as it retires back, till you arrive at 
Loch Garrie, from whence the riv^er of tiiat 
name descends. The castle, surrounded by 
a very respectable garden of old renown, is 
half a mile west of the h6use, Rich corn- 
fields, a great relief to the eye, after the 
hrown desc^'-t^ fill up the interval ; and west^ 
ward from the castle, Ki^Ianan, gently 
sloping, verdant and diversified, closes the 
prospect with due solemnity: for there the 
family burial place, a pretty large inclosure, 
fihaded with lofty old trees, arrests tiae atten^ 
tion. I think the mind broods with more 
calm and steady attention over the last re- 
fuge of mortality, wlicn appropriated in tliis 
manner to a particular set of people, whom 
tlie imagination can grasp and follow, than 

* Macdonnel of Glengarry is head of a consider- 
jable Ixrancli of ihat powerful clan, who spell their 
'nnmes in that manner to distinguish them from the 
iMacdon:ilcls of the Isles, atlachcd to Lord iMac- 
dODald. 

over 
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over the rcstingplaces of unknoMn multitudes, 
where tliought wanders in forlorn confusion 
" alon2 tlie waste dominions of the dead." 
You must muse alone, as much as I have 
done, before you can be capable of pene- 
trating the gloom of a paragraph so sublimely 
obscure as my last. Tombs, like heroes, 
have a peculiar attraction for me, I cannot 
get quietly past them.— After having thus 
transgressed and digressed, I shall keep you 
at Invei'garrie, to view the back ground to- 
wards the north, where tlie prospect rises 
into the most blue, aerial, and fantastic 
groupe of broken rocks and mountains I ever 
beheld. Through these you can neither ride 
nor properly walk, but the natives contrive 
to swim and creep, and wade and leap, much 
in the way Satan did when he visited the 
" Anarch old," and tlien they arrive at ano- 
ther estate belonging to Glengarry, on the 
sea-sido, a wondrous region, called Knoidart, 
where there are no fii-st floors at all, but all 
is garret or cellar; inaccessible precipices, 
overhanging mountains, and glens narrow, 
abrupt, and cut through with deep ravines, 

combining 
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combining with rapid streams, dark pools, and 
woods so intricate, that the deer can scarce 
find their way through them. Yet the natives 
are looked upon as happier than otherif. 
Redundant grass and luxuriant heath afford 
abundance to their cattle, who are never 
housed in winter. Deer, wild fowl, and fish, " 
'are in gr^at plenty; salmon, in particular, 
crowd their rivers, and sheU-fish of all kinds 
abound on their rugged coasts. All this they 
enjoy without a rival or competitor, for yvhp 
could go for it, or carry it away ? Bread 
indeed is a foreign luxury with them, they 
raising little or no corn; a ship however 
comes once or twice a year, and brings ther?i 
a. supply of meal in exchange for butter and 
cheese. This is the asylum of the catholics; 
all wIk> live in the country are of tliat pro- 
fession, and, wonderful to tell, a gendemaxi 
of family, great learning, genteel manners, 
and most spotless life, a bishop of their com- 
munion, spends his life in this truly savage 
abode ; he ha^ no otlier motive but the desire 
of doing good to tliose who can make him 
no adequate recompence. There too, in the 

mO£^ 
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most secluded recess of these wilds, in a 
comer so obscure that the sun can scarce 
shine on it, is a seminary, where boys are 
educated for the priesthood, (that Is, pre- 
pared for foreign seminaries,) through very 
gree.t poverty and hardship. Sure these 
people imagine they suffer for conscience 
sake; and, absurd as their tenets are, to 
say the best of them, w^e must not think they 
cm dissemble for a whole lifetime, nor have 
w c room to think, that any one can lead a self- 
denying and upright life without the divine 
aid. I fear we poor creatures are merciless 
to ^ach other ; I don't like to think of their 
opinions, yet am happy when I liear of the 
gold of good intention glittering through the 
dross of error.— How I have wandered! 
but the thing nearest my heart, now that I 
care so little for most worldly matters, is to 
shew to you every object in the clearest light 
in which it appears to myself I would 
carry you w ith me wherever I go ; I wOuId 
teach you to think, that you n;ight supply 
tl^e defect of timely tuition, by giving, your- 
self, some culture to that excellent under- 
standing. 
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standing. Your mind is, too good a soil to 
run to waste. When I think of your native 
taste, your delicacy of feeling, and that 
rectitude of judgment which is your pecu- 
liar excellence, I grieve that you knov^ so 
few who comprehend what j^ou possess, or 
know what you are capable of acquiring. 
How pleasing to see tlie beauties of such a 
mind expanding ! (Will that pleasure ever 
again be mine r) Let me suppose it, in the 
meaa time, a muTor, in which the images 
that pass through mine will be reflected. I 
cannot think how any one who has ever 
tasted the rich banquet of intellectual plea- 
sure, mingled with the sweets of fiiendship, 
can exist depi ived of it. Sure the Lotos 
that Ulysses' friends found, was something 
like it: no wonder tliey would not come 
away. If I did not think of you, and could 
not write to you, how forlorn I should be, 
and how little would " the charm of earliest 
birds," or the wild scenes of enchantment, 
that rise here and there amidst the brown 
desert^ avail to comfort me. AdieUy my 
dear. It is time to leave oflf " chewing the 

food 
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food of sweet and bitter fancy." Good 



niglit. 



LETTER XIV, 



TO MISS REID. 



Fort Angustus, May 25, 1773. 
Small heart have I to write, and can as 
yet tell you little of Fort Augustus, tt was 
dark before we descended to the house which 
IS to be ours; 6f which I can only say, that 
it stands in something like a grove, and that 
this grove rises on a point at the [confluence 
of the Oich with Loch Ness. We drank 
tea with our predecessor's family; they are 
still convalescents. - ^ - - - - The clergy- 
man of the place* was the only stranger ; of 
whom I was previously told that he was 
handsomer than any body: he appeared 
more modest than most handsome men, 
who are less tolerable, I think, than mere 

♦ Rev. James Grant, afterwards Minister of 
Laggan. 

handsome 
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handsome women. They cannot 

remove for ten days, and here am I very 
much indisposed '' in the worst inn's worst 
room;'^ and, to mend the matter, just above 
the best bed-room, where all strangers are 
received ; and worse still, this room has a 
vocal floor, like the x)ne at Luss. Oh ! for 
a carped! tlie only luxury (not intellectual) 
that I have longed for since I left you. — 
Worse and woi'se — if I do not get better, 
remember the last word I write is my bene- 
diction to you. 



LETTER XV. 



TO COLLECTOR MACVICAR, ON THE CLAN- 
DESTINE MARRIAGE OF HIS DAUGH- 
TER. 

Fort Augustus, May 25, 1773. 

MY DEAR SIR, 

I KNOW not how to console you, nor 
indeed how to mention the event that has 

grieved 
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grieved us all so much ; yet, after all, this 
new connexion is a gentleman by birth and 
education. 

Very great blame there certainly is, but 
a small part comparatively remains with 
those who are in a great measm'e sufferers 
from their own imprudence. The con- 
tiivers and abettors of this rash union aie 
more deservmg of your anger than tlie 
parties themselves. INIarriages thus ,hasty 
and clandestine have sometSiies proved for- 
tunate beyond all expectation. It was per- 
haps too great a charge for a creature so 
young and lovely, without a protector of 
lier own sex, to manage a family, and be 
obliged to entertain all kinds of company. I 
know — I am certain, your heart must relent 
towards her, when you consider fully of it. 
The regiment I am told is ordered abroad ; 
tiicy may be years without meeting; she 
will return home penitent and thoughtful, 
to take charge of your affairs ; and, her fate 
being now fixed, will have no object to draw 
off her attention. 

I am confined here ; and reading some of 

the 
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the books I had from you is my only conso- 
lation! When lam well enough to write 
more at large, I shall endeavour to amuse 
you with my crude opinions, for which I 
shall make no apology, as it is in compli- 
ance with your own desire. I am, verv 

gincerely, . 

Yours, witli muCh esteem. 



LETTER XVr. 

TO COLLECTOR MACVICAR. 

Fort Augustus, May 28, 1773, 
MY DEAR SIR, 

Since I wrote to you last, I have beeni 
most intent on biography, and quite en- 
grossed by heroes and legislators. I am 
afraid and ashamed, after all my promise^ 
of frankness* to tell you whq is my favourite^' 
When I look up to the great legislator of the 
north, like Shens tone's little boys, 
" I do in passing wonderment abound, 

And think he been the greatest wigh^ on ground.'' 

VOL. T. G I am 
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I am astonished and borne down with tl.e 
force of that mighty mind, which burst ail 
the golden chains of imperial pomp and pre- 
judice, — which came streaming like the 
aurora borealis, to pour its splendors on the 
fepons of darkness ; and which stooped like 
the fabled Antaeus, to gain strength from the 
earth, and rise with fresh vigour. Self- 
abasement, matchless patience, and stub- 
bom perseverance, virtues dealt sparingly to 
the hero kind, were his pre-eminently. I 
survey his new creation with astonishment ; 
I see him presiding at the birth of intellect 
with reverence; and yet, I respect and 
admire, without loving or esteeming this 
extraordinary character. He was a heartless 
barbarian after all ; his views were often 
just and always great, but he did not care 
whom or what he trampled on, to attain to 
the completion of them. Only think of him, 
like another Herod, sacrificing so many 
hundred innocents to his preposterous salt- 
water experiment. It was an insolent and 
impious attempt to conquer nature. Then 
how many thousands fell victims to his am- 
3 ■ bition 
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bition of building that shocking town Pc- 
tersburgh ! He might have made the prin- 
cipal street of dead metis bones (as children 
say of London Bridge in the old ballad) 
provided he applied the remains of the poor 
peasants to that purpose. Five hundred 
thousand people to he sacrificed with such 
cool deliberation, to create a sea^port ! I 
am sure, though he did conquer nature 
there, it was a dear-bought victory. Which 
of Shakespeare's heroes is it that says with 
such bitter regret, 

" If I am forced 
To draw this sword to be a widow-makeri 
Bear witness heaven, &c. &c. 

That was generous, open war; fetal and 
depopulating at best, no doubt, yet a field 
for noble exertions, and for the display of 
some shining qualities. But to go calmly 
and coolly with a hatchet and a trowel to be 
a widow-maker to such an extent, — I have 
no patience with the cold-hearted tyrant If 
you will know what I think of him, you 
must not call it prudery when I express in- 
supcirable disgust at his marriage, and at the 
2 blind 
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blind admiration which that circumstance of 
his life has excited. To divorce his wiiia with* 
out a pretext, — to give the example to a great 
empire, which he professed to enlighten and 
refonii,-r-of, a.fatlier's bringing, not merely 
his own mistress, but, the mistress of other men^ 
to riU^ over his family, to be the mQthe^-l^-law^ 
of his son, the heir of that vast empire! What 
father could place confidence in his 6on, lir 
give him lessons of virtue, when conscious* 
that he had forfeited. all daim to his re- 
verence ? What husband, what father can 
find felicity exclusive of his family ? What 
laurels, whax eulogies can extiact the sting 
of domeslic misQry? The wretched, wi- 
thered heart, pines unrefireshed, like Gi- 
deons fleece, , that lay diy, while aU nature 
shared the genial influence of the dews of 
heaven* On the evil consequences resuking 
to, society^ firom breaking down the partition 
wall which, separates ■ the unde?iating , from . 
cont^on, volumes might be written,. rcr 
plete with instruction, ^cocreborated l^ facts.- 
JButi^singl^^fact selectedfrom^thelifeof thig • 
mi^^ le^slatoiv. co^Uiiiis the. essence^, of-^ 
6 ' volumes,' 



d by Google 



THE MOUNTAINS. 12^ 

Tolumes ; it is that of beheading a gentleman 
of his bed-chamber, a handsome favourite 
of the empress, on the mere surmise that 
this favour extended beyond due limits. 
You will recollect too that the Czar had his 
head exposed on n pole in the pathway, 
«nd he drove out his happy empress in a 
sledge past the fole. She did not ask what 
head it was, nor did lie make the least al- 
lusion to it. What easy intercourse, wh^t 
perfect confidence ! Now there could be 
only t\^'o ways of viewing this circumstance ; 
Catherine was guilty, or she vrzs not. If 
she was guilty, -how peculiarly aggravated 
was tihat guilf; how deprav«d was tliat 
mind ; how vicious those ' habits ; how 
hardened that ingratitude ; which, in spite of 
the light of her own excellent understand ^ 
ing ; in spite of the dangers and spies that 
surrounded her, could add a deeper blot to 
all former stains, and could look with cool 
dissimulation on the dreadful result of her 
crime ! Now, had Peter, as h6 ought to 
have done, if convinced of her giiBt, hurled 
her down iB contempt and infamy, the world 
G3 would 
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would have approv'd the justice of his veiv- 
geance, and her memory Tvould perish witii 
the opprobrium of that very world, which now 
applauds her because she was prudent and 
fortunate. Add the reflection, of what life a 
man of a great mind and strong passions must 
afterwards lead, witli aperson whose infidelity 
and ingratitude he was convinced of ; how 
the mere shame of having debased himself 
by such an alliance, must have made him 
swallow his injuries. Consider too, how 
tot^ly that delicacy, which inhabits every 
pure and noble mind, must be extinguished, 
before a man could live on with a person 
whom he inwardly despised. Say, then, 
that in a rash fit of jealousy, he, a legislator, 
a self-conqueror, neither young nor ro- 
mantic, had taken the life of a man whom 
he afterwards found reason to believe inno- 
cent ? Can there be a stronger testimony of 
the disquiet, distrust, and restiess pertur- 
bation, which must result from such an al- 
liance? Othello talks of 
<*The oiinotes he tells o'er 
Whodoat8,yet doubts, suspects, yet s^jongly loves/' 

What 
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What then must be his fate, who begins 
his married life by laying a broad and just 
foundation for jealousy ? What woman who 
hopes for protection, would marry a known 
coward ? Is life, or any thing pertaining to 
it, so dear as that honour, that very ex- 
istence of his family, which a man intrusts 
to his wife ? Though surrounded with glory, 
and admired by all the worlds is it to be 
wondered at, that the Great Peter so often 
drowned in wine the bitterness of reflection? 
Had he built fewer ships and towns, and 
begun his great work with refomiing the 
morals of his subjects by his own example, 
his work might have been slower, perhaps, 
but it would have been surer. Elegance 
and refinement are easily added to wisdom 
and virtue, they are indeed produced by 
tliem; when a man is brought to thinb 
rightly and act justly, his taste improves 
apace; and we see all over the world, where 
virtue languishes, the arts decay. I must 
return to justify my limited admiration of 
your favourite hero, who I. suspect stands 
the higher with you for being an^ artist, like 
G4 your 
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your own duke Archibald. How a man 
bhould be great without generosity, seems 
wonderful ; and yet great he was, and ge- 
nerous he was not : no, not in a slnfrle re- 
corded instance. His promoting forciOTers, 
who would not stay among his bears without 
promofion, I should only call sound policy. 
I shall not detail what every page evinces ; 
I will not gi'ate my feelings with the recol- 
lection of the accumulated cruelty and in- 
justice ^^hich sent the brave Swedes, i)ri- 
soners of war, gentlemen, and servants of a 
generous and heroic master, to expiate the 
crime of obedience in the deserts of Siberia ; 
which sent generals, who had struck terror 
inj.0 the heart of Moscow, and daizled all 
Hurope with the splendor of their action?, 
lo build huts in Siberia' with their own hands, 
and teach his half rational slaves to plant 
turnips on the banks of the Oby. To sum 
up all, I consider Peter as a man wise and 
brave without virtue. Perhaps his hard un- 
bending character was as well calculated to 
make political reforms in Russia, as the san- 
guine and ferocious temper of John Knox, 

for 
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/or making religious ones in Scotland. -^I 
will not apologize. You bid me read bio- 
graphy, to teadi me to think; I have 
thought, and here is the result. If I have 
not made you very angry, I will next give 
my thoughts of his rival hero. Will you^ 
dear Sir, continue to think that I respect 
your opinions, reverence your judgment^ 
and shall always be your obliged friend and 
obedient servant. 



LETTER XVII. 

TO COLLECTOR MACVICAR, 

Fort Augu^u6,' Mf^ 30)' \Y73. 
I' rejoice, deai^ Sir, that you are pleased 
with my sincerity, 9X\AnoVdispleiised'^\ihrtif 
enthuftksm. I HoJ>€f it- will rlot^ as you seem * 
t0 think, evftpcnrat^ \rttii you. I trust- 1 
shfadl be ^ enthusitet^in fiierldiihip, ahd iA* 
the love of Virtue attd'ofnftt&rfe, allthedf^^ 
tf mf life. M<nv cOttW^ 8|«riti> a*^irtW^ 
OS after 
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after something better than this world af- 
fords, exist in this gloomy uncongenial clime 
without it? When torpor threatens to chill the 
soul, enthusiasm warms and animates it; when 
the mind tends to be languid and enervated, 
it invigorates and braces it. 'Tis the fan of 
a warm climate, and the fur of a cold one. 
Who ever did much good to others, without 
a degree of enthusiasm, to loosen the fii- 
culties from their cohesion with self-love ? I 
will no longer bewilder myself among figures, 
for I see you ready to compare me to Hu- 
dibras, 

" Who could not ope 

His mouth but out there flew a trope." 

Yet is not enthusiasm pardonable, when 
about to enter on the discussion of a life of 
wonders, where all is true yet nothing pro- 
bable? Even the right marvellous life of 
Charles the Twelfth? — The unfortunate have 
few fiiends. This remark is neither so trite 
nor so invidious in my application of it as it 
may at first appear ; we are not always ma- 
lignant, but we are very often lazy ; peoples 
misfortunes are so often owing to their own. 

njisconducl^ 
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misconduct, that, without examining into 
particulars, we are ready to take it for 
granted in most cases, and become unjust, 
to save ourselves the trouble of candid in- 
vestigation. Never was there a human 
being whose character was more modelled 
by peculiarities in his situation and edu- 
cation; try irresistible impulses frpm without 
and from within, all driving him on to that 
ardent extreme, to which his natural temper 
^00 forcibly inclined. Reared under a father 
cold and stern; defectively educated ; taught 
from childhood to value nothing but military 
glory ; left so very young to act for himself, 
and surrounded by people little skilled in 
the elegant arts, who had not learned to es- 
timate truly the softer graces and milder vir- 
tues of civilized life — Young, inexperienced, 
yet.fuU of valour, generosity, and integrity, 
a storm broke around him, which involved 
all his future life in tempests. The per- 
fidious confederacy of the three royal 
robbers, who, under the mask of friendship, 
had agreed to take advantage of the minority 
of a brother sovereign, to despoil- him of his 
G 6 crown. 
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crown, and divide his territories, while it 
oiled forth the military talents of tlie young 
prince, to prompt and astonishing exertion, 
gave, at the same time, an iniaexible bias to 
his mind. The more upright and pure he 
felt his own sentiments, tlie more indig- 
nation tjus conduct must have excited; There 
is no motive that could stimulate the human 
mind to persevering hostility, but what 
mingled in this case; revenge, which the 
provocation bad almost exalted into virtue ; 
the patriot passion burning for his injured 
country ; emulation, excited by rivals, brave, 
powerful, and invidious ; the ardour of 
youthful enthusiasm animating 

" A frame of iron, and a soul of fire ;" 

and, finally, the 

" Fatal love of fame, that,glorious heat, 
Only destructive to the brave and great." 

Stem, obstinate, and uncultured, highly ex- 
asperated and signally victorious ; what was 
the conduct of this prince, when the proud 
ci^y of Copenl^g^en lay at the fqet of a victor, 
sqarcfi. seventeen? I^iety, mod^ratiou, cle- 
mency, 
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raency, and magnanimity, marked every step 
of his progress. Had he not outlived that 
year, it would have been very unjust to 
characterize him as a mere warrior. Even 
then he was something more, and some^ 
thing better. After granting terms dictated 
by lenity and probity to this faittiless enemy, 
let us view his conduct to the more faithless 
Czar, after the victory at Narva; that Vic- 
tory whose rapidity distanced^ belief, while its 
splendor dazzled imagination* Still we find 
him acting with the generosity of a true 
hero, and the courtesy of a preux chevalier, 
without fear or repraach ; ascribing all glory 
to the God of battles, and treating th^ van- 
quished with unequalled humanity. Could 
it be expected, that, in the midst of thi^ 
brilliant and rapid career, he should readily 
listen to terms of accommodation, dictated 
by those very fears that insured his r future 
victories; from an enemy too^ who bad 
planned the destruction of his country ?— * 
A\[ould the great Gustavus, wise and pious- 
as he was, have done itin* the same circum- 
stances.^ Besides, be was actuated ^by the 

spirit 
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spirit of chivalry, and considered his courage 
as the gift of Providence, bestowed upon 
him to redress the injured and protect the 
weak. How different would be the judg- 
ment of the world, regarding his conduct 
in Poland, had success attended him to the 
end of his career ! Was not Augustus a per- 
jured prince, without honour or morality ; 
who governed by inti'igue, broke every com- 
pact, and violated every duty, both to his 
Saxon and Polish subjects? What did 
Charles do, but remove him from a throne 
which he had degraded to venality, and 
stained by his vices ? He sent him back to 
Saxony, which he should never have left. 
Finding that the Poles, corrupted by the 
example of a king, at whose deposition they 
rejoiced, had neither virtue nor concord re- 
maining, sufficient for the purposes of a free 
election, he pointed out to them a young 
man, noble, brave, virtuous, and candid, 
to whom he seemed attracted by congenial 
rectitude of mind, and who represented one 
of dieir most illustrious families. Why does 
not the scene close here ? Why not stop, 

while 
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while we have the pleasure of contemplating 
this extraordinary man, with hands un 
stained by cruelty and injustice, and a heart 
pure from every sinister motive, " acknow- 
ledged lord of pleasure and of pain," neither 
to be attracted by the one, nor repelled by 
the other ; dispensing crowns and dignities 
with the most disinterested liberality; re- 
ceiving the homage of the north and the 
splendid embassies of the east, with unvary- 
ing niodesty ; and uniting in his habits of 
life the activity and ardour of a soldier, with 
the simplicity and abstemiousness of an 
anchorite ? He indeed was a hero to his 
valet de chambre, for he had nothing to 
conceal, nothing to be ashamed of But 
who could drink so deep of the cup of 
prosperity, without being in some degree 
intoxicated? Who can pass through life 
without committing some fault, the conse- 
quences of which cloud and embitter it? His 
treatment of Patkul was indeed very bar- 
barous ; I never think of it without horror, 
and feel little inclined to be the advocate of 
cruelty: but, fropa the undeviating rectitude 

of 
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of his general conduct, this being the' sole 
instance in which he was charged with injus- 
tice, it is but candid to suppose, lie coOi- 
sidered himself as inflicting deokh on a 
traitor. The manner of it is not to be pal- 
liated ; it is a great but a single stain. His 
subsequent schemes of ambition were doubt- 
less extravagant and injudicious; and the 
rashness of endejivouring to combat the ele- 
ments and subdue nature, in his march to 
Pultowa, was still more so. Yet he led his 
men to no hardships that he did not share 
with them ; he was certainly deceived by 
flatterers, who attacked him on his only vul- 
nerable side, by persuading him he could 
overcome difficulties, from their nature in- 
surmountable. Can you withhold your pity 
and your admiration from him in that sad 
crisis of his late, when the sun of his prosper 
rity set, to rise no more ; or when he bore 
the utmost bodily pain, and the most wring- 
ing anguish that a great' mind can suflfer, 
without a change in his countenance or 
temper? Can any thing equal his fortitude 
and patience in Txirkcy, or his^ wild - heroism 

at 
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at Eeiider, where his liberality and simple 
iiianners, liis unstained morals and un- 
daunted mind, won reverence and affec-tion 
from the very Janizai ies ; or his unshaken 
perseverance in Demetica, wliere he lay 
eleven months in bed, in perfect health, to 
ei^cape the risk of degradation, to him the 
gi'eatest of evils ? I .own his reign was a 
misfortune to his people : I confess it was 
happy for him and them that it terminated 
so soon; Avhen exasperation, injuries, and 
disappointments, had driven him to a kind 
of obstinate desperation. Yet still I admire 
and regret him, and look upon him as a man^ 
brave and virtuous, without wisdom ; whose 
great qualities may be safely admired, wkh- 
Qut the least danger of their being imitated. 
He is unique; and will continue so. You 
wonder at my preference, but I cannot give 
much of my admiratiijq without some of my 
esteem. Again, tliis self-subdued hero 
serves to establish my favourite maxim: 
without self-denial and self-conquest, I have 
no idea of any consistent virtue. Who can 
depend fpr a moment, on a character open 

to 
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to all the attacks of passion, all the allure- 
ments of pleasure? A case like his, where 
so >maiiy causes concurred to urge him on to 
pursuits so fatal and pernicious, can occur 
but very seldom. But what soldier, emu- 
lous of his well-won fame, would not benefit 
by imitating his temperance, his probity, his 
contempt of pleasure, and his abhorrence of 
meanness ? Peace to his shade ! which has 
doubtless, ere now, claimed kindred with a 
far more amiable hero; but his only equal 
in unwearied perseverance, romantic and 
extravagant courage, unconquerable strength 
of mind and body, and unblemished purity 
of morals. You have found out, ere now, 
that I mean our own unequalled Wallace. 
They both early began the race of glory; 
both stemmed the torrent of adversity with 
unshaken fortitude; both refused honours 
and dignities with steady magnanimity ; and 
both, at a very early period, fell victims to 
misfortune. Our hero had a manifest sur 
periority in the uprightness of his motives. 
Unbiassed by ambition or vanity, he lived 
and died a generous patriot. Conqueror to 

the 
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the last, he subdued the rigour of his fate by 
the calm cheerfulness with which he met it. 
The noble sentiments he displayed in* the 
last scene of suffering, overcame the resent- 
ment of a hostile nation, so that 

" His fair fame, with clear and radiant blaze, 
Spreads-and grows brighter with the lapse of days." 

So far the Scot has the advantage of the 
Swede; a proof that the world is not always 
unjust. I hare been tedious on this fap 
vourite theme. I wish to hear your criticism. 
Though I am sanguine, like Wallace, I 
am not obstinate like Charles, and shall 
yield up my errors to your correction, with 
all due submission. I am, &c. &c. 



LETTER XVIII. 

,1 

TO MISS REID. 

Fort Augustus, June*, 1773. 
My dear, I have been so sick and so 
studious^ and so willing to pleffc^e ai)d amu^e 

the 
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the Collector, under his late severe affliction, 
that I have given you, and our trusty and 
well beloved Bell, room to suppose I 
iiave already forgot you. ]\fy right hand 
was at one time very near forgetting her 
cunning; but my heart, like poor Maria's, 
is still warwi, and while it beats I shall ten- 
derly remember you both. Your tetter is, 
like yourself, afl tnrth, nature, aod candour. 
DlOE't be- discouraged ; there lies no feir 
comparison between us. Forced to read 
aihd think from childhood, for want of bro- 
ther, eisler, or companion of my own age? 
tosa^d from pi^bce to pluce, and early accus# 
tamed te the society of my euperbrs in age 
and knowlege; what shoull my mind do but 
unfold? You had every disadvantage; I 
shall never be other than I am, but you 
will every day imprpve,— Ihad no pleasure 
jUn writing to you of that marriajjp which I 
knew you would hear of but too soon. I 
certainly should make a very bad Duenna. 
She is a Strange creature, and could not bc; 
improved. Her pride was in high company, 
but her pleasure in low ; for her equals she 

never 
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never cared, and reading I never could get her 
to relish* How very vigilant my good angel 
was the day before I left Oban, wten I* 
took that strange sudden desire to come 
away, which has been so much for my peace 
and credit ! The very night I left them, this 
maniage took place ; it was celebrated in 
tlie garden during an ominous shower of 
snowj with no other witneaBses than that 
happy pfeir who had acted thesarae part tliem- 
selves so lately. Unhappy creature, what 
a fond parent Ims she plunged inta grief atid 
disappointment! He had great hopes of 
her; her beauty and plausibility warranted 

them.. Love to our Bell. I can teli 

you nothing of the place. My cough has 
been drowned in decoctions of nnMititain 
herbs, given me by the best womiin in the 
world, who keeps this house ; I should have 
died but for her. I have not gone down 
stairs yet, and am at a loss with this per- 
vious floor, whether to wish myself deaf, or 
all the guests dumb. If uncle Francis, with 
his irrit#)le nerves were here, it would either 
kill or cure him. Do you know I have not 

been 
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i)cen in Euniaus's pig-house this* month, 
which you used to say was my favourite 
haunt — ^The poor dear Odyssey is quite 
neglected ; I have forsaken it for biography ; 
I can speak of nobody less than a king 
or a general, and shall take the first op- 
portunity of introducing you to prince Ma- 
zeppa. Tweed and Clyde are not worth a 
farthing now, I can think of nothing but the 
Dneiper and the Boristhenes. I have some 
toleration too for the Wolga. " O voman, 
voman T as Win Jenkins says, ** If you 
knew but the pleshur we scullers have when 
we censter the crabbit werds." You see 
spirits will return with health, but you must 
expect no more bulky letters from your un- 
changeable, &c. 
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LETTER XIX. 

TO MISS REID. 

Fort Augustus, Jone 15, 1773. 
I WILL describe this place to you, if I 
can. It is a miniature of New York as to 
situation, and upon that you have often 
heard ine descant ; only this is on a very 
small scale. The village, and remains of the 
old fort, stand on a little rising ground 
above the Oich, a sweet wild-murmuring 
stream, that comes down on the north side 
from I^ch Oich and Glengarry : on the 
south side, the Tarfre steals through deep- 
wooded glens from the Corryarick, and 
wanders, at length, through a meadowy 
low valley, bounded by very steep woody 
braes, on the garrison side, and a mountain, 
gentle in its ascent, verdant and cultivated 
half-way up, on the other, surrounded by 
rugg^ rocks, that seem to frown sullenly 
on the sweet scenes below. . 

The 
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The fort stands on the brink of the lake, 
near the centre, and the Oich and Tarffe 
discharge their pure strenlni into it on each 
side. Next the lake, the Governor has 
created a most picturesque shrubbery and 
garden m tlie dry ditch tlmt surrounds the 
fort, and has covered the wall with fruit- 
trees; and hid the masked battcfry with 
laurels. T^at beautiful spot tlie glacis, is 
almost an Lland : tlie village looks down on 
it from the west; on the north and south it 
is inclosed by the Tarffe and Oich, a bridge 
crossing each, parallel with the fort ; on the 
east, Loch Ness forms a noble boundary, 
witli its pier, and solitary vessel, which the 
vastness of the surrounding objects diminishes 
to a toy. Th6 fort too appears the prettiest 
little thing- you can imagine. You would* 
suppose some old veteran^ had l)irilt himself 
a house with a ditch and drawbridge, to re- 
mind him of his past exploits.' I have not 
been ift'ityet, but'the^ barracks form the 
walls,* and they arc so white and clean-look- 
ing and the ba^tions^o grefen'UndruWil, attd 
it is so fancifully plilnfcd Totmd^' with the 

moun- 
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tnoontain-ash, you would think Vertumnus 
<;ommanded here, and had garrisoned the 
fort with Dryads. The lake, which opens iii 
a long vista below, reflects tliis ftdry fortress; 
and a still more rural scene,, a little to Ae 
north, on a long fantastic-looking point, at 
the junction of the Oich with die late> 
stands my father's house, surrounded with 
tall ash-tr€es and gardens. Very nesu* it is 
that of the commander of this solitaiy ves- 
sel. The serene grandeur of this lake m 
a calm is not to be described. Bold, steep 
mountains rise on the south side ; littie re- 
tiring bays and slopkig woods give variety 
to the north ; and the reflection is so (ine ; 
nothing mterrupts it for twenty-four miles, 
at tlie end of which, the lake discharges, 
thi^ugh the short rapid river Ness^ into the 
Murray Firth. The immediate scene, in 
short, is tranquil and beautiful, while the 
surrounding objects are all rude and ma- 
jestic. About half a mile up the smiling 
Rieads that border the Tarfie, is the village 
burning-ground,- a place of old renown^ 
where many a soldier sleeps to wake no 
VOL. r. H mor^. 
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more. As I stood at the door in the af- 
temoon, contemplating the. scene I have 
tried to describe, a cannon, fired by the 
fort, and answered by the vessel, announ- 
ced an approaching funeral. There was a 
soft shower, or rather heavy mist, which 
made ^very thing look fresh, but sad. 
Wreaths of thin clouds came down on the 
mountains, as if they too wore the veil of 
sorrow. The procession came out with 
muffled drums, and fifes playing a dead 
march. A fine youtli, intimate with the 
deceased, and much about his age, walked 
as chief mourner, and seemed greatly af- 
fected ; so was every creature. You can't 
think how touching it was to see a fimeral, 
where every individual seemed sunk in the 
deepest sorrow. The mournful music, 
echoed by the rocks, followed the winding of 
the Tarflfe till they reached the grave. I 
was chilled when the splemn pause ensued; 
and, when the discharge of muskets an- 
nounced the close of the ceremony, I felt as 
if I were suddenly left aione,— such is the 
effect of scenery and music. Not that eo^ 

tirdy, 
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tirely, either ; but, from having h^ard, besides, 
every one in the place agitated by hope« 
and fears about tlie deceased ever since we 
canie liere. He was the only son of a per- 
son in some employment about the royal 
household. A strong passion for a military 
life induced him to enter the regiment, quar* 
tered here last winter, as ensign. The su- 
perior officer, to whose charge he was en- 
trusted, leaving the place the day before we 
came, h\s protege went to see him over Cor- 
ryarick. ITie captain, on parting with his 
young friend, discharged his musket, for- 
getting it had small shot in it : the young 
man's knee was shattered ; he wais carried 
tack, and the amputation found necessary 
seemed, ^t first, successful. Sunday night, 
however, when all was thought secure, the^ 
bandages loosened, and he bled to death* 
He was so much beloved and pitied, that 
the operation and progress of the cure was 
every one's theme. I heard nothing thixxigh 
my vocal floor, but how Taafe was* and 

♦ Ensign Taafe of the 43d, whose father was. 
Upholsterer to his Majesty. 

H2 what 
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ti^hat Taafe said, and eiilogiums, and re- 
grets. Nobody is do lamented in town, 
because there people do not tUnk long on 
any one thing. — Adieu. Night will seem 
long and dismal ; but I can write no more. 



LETTER XX. 

TO COLLECTOR MACVICAR, OBAK. 

Fort Augustus, June 20, 1773. 

I AM sure, my dear Sir, you will incline 
to think me as mad as my hero, though you 
do not exactly say so. I suspect he was no 
favourite with Duke Archibald ; whose opi- 
nions I suppose you respected many years 
ago, as I do your's now. I think, when you 
and he joined counsels about removing 
poor old Inverary, it was a very Czarish 
plan ; and I fear it will soon be put in 
execution. If I had great ancestors, my 
domains would have a very grotesque ap- 
pearance ; for so much would my reverence 

for 
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for antiquity combat my love of elegance, 
that I would not willingly remove a stone 
from the buildings they had reared. 

I expect a kind and favouraUe answer to 
the intercessions in my last. I touchy, with 
a trembling hand, on a subject so delicate ; 
and would not touch it at all, if I were not 
pretty confident of assistance from an advo- 
catte in your own breast. In the mean time 
I will hope the best, and endeavour to 
pursue Oliver Cromwell through all his 
crooked paths. I have gone but a short 
way, my attention having been completely 
engrossed by a book that has bewitched me 
for the time ; 'tis the Vicar of Wakefield^^ 
which you must certainly read. Goldsmith 
puts one in mind of Shakespear ; his nar- 
rative is improbable and absurd in many 
instances, yet all his characters do and say 
so exactly what might be supposed (rfthem, if 
80 circumstanced, that you willingly resign 
your mind to the sway of this pleasing enr 
chanter ; laugh heastily at improbable inci- 
dents, and we^p bitterly fm* impossible dis- 
tresses. But his personages have all so much 
H 3 nature 
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nature about them* Keep your gravity if 
you can, when Moses is going to market 
with the colt, in his weiistcoat of gosling- 
green; when the Vicar's family make the 
notable procession on Blackberry and his 
companion ; or, when the fine ladies dazzle 
the flamboroughs with taste, Shakespear, 
smd tke musical glasses; not to mention 
tlie polemical triumphs of that redoubted 
monogamist the Vicar. Tis a thousand 
pities Goldsmith had not patience, or art, 
to conclude suitably a story so happily con- 
ducted ; but the closing events rush on so 
precipitately, are managed \^ith so little 
skill, and wound up in such a hurried and 
really bungling manner, that you seem has- 
tily awaked from an affecting dream. Then 
miseries are heaped on the poor Vicar with 
such barbarous profusion, that thejmagi-- 
nation, weaiy of such cruel t3nranny, ends 
it, by breaking the illusion. I have too 
much indeed, anticipated your own ob- 
servations; but my intention was to awake 
your curiosity, that you might share the 

pleasure 
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pleasure this artless tale has afforded me. — 
To quit the flowery paths of ingenious fiction 
for the thorny maze in which I am slowly 
advancing, is no pleasing transition to 
female fancy. I make it the more reluctantly, 
as I have not yet duly considered the cha- 
racter I am pursuing. While he mounts 
tfie dizzy ck^ of ambition, by ways untried 
before, which he does, not seem to have pre- 
meditated, I gaze with wonder, heightened 
by perplexity; trying, but vainly trying to 
discover at what exact time he ceased to have 
at heart the public good, and that which he^ 
ttiought to be the interests of religion. 

You seef I take it for granted, he was 
sincere at first; and am the more con- 
vinced of this, as nothing could be more 
natural than the first steps of his progress. 
His early transition from a libertine to an 
enthusiast, is by no means wonderful. If a 
rash, impetuous libertine becomes at all de- 
vout, the same headlong fervour that hur- 
ried him down the precipice of vice, will 
animate him on his return tp virtue. He 
H 4 win 
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M ill fed a more eager aspiration after ,su-^ 
perior attainments in spiritual improvement^ 
than those who have not been misled, and a 
revolting horror at the allui^ements of vice^ 
and all ttie delusions from whose power he 
has escaped. Hurrying as fast as pos-^ 
sible to the opposite extreme, Ixis speed will 
naturally kindle enthusiasm. This appears 
Jo have been precisely Cromwell's case at 
his outset 

The rigour of Laud soured him into a 
bigot The vehement and declamatory style 
of preaching, which prevailed among his. 
sect, heated him into a fanatic. Whea 
temporal views, miogUng vnth spiritual, 
awdked the spark of ambition which lay 
hid under the specious pretence of zeal, for 
reformation, hypocrisy began to take its 
turn to reign. It would be tedious and dif-^ 
ficult to trace his progress; yet, marking 
these changes and gradations in his case, 
and that of others, w ould be no useless task. 
It would help us to a solution of many histo- 
rical doubts, wliich, probably, became such 
by an impatience in writei-s to decide on the 

motives 
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motiyes of actions, without developing the 
process of opinioiy to cut, in short, the 
knot they would not take time to untie. It 
is certainly invidious, ^s well as injudicious, 
to brand all those with the stigma of hy- 
pocrisy, who were, by the opposition and 
dashing of parties, the stream of popular 
prejudices, and the tumult of popular com- 
motions, hurried far beyond their intentions^ 
and involved in a masSy from which there 
was no possible means of separating. 

When we find him, who was not unjustly 
stigmatized as the arch-hypocrite of his day,, 
sincerely pious at one period ; we nwist learft 
that (when it is so necessary at different 
stages of life, and under different circum- 
stances, to distinguish the same man from 
his former self) it becomes still more neces-^ 
sary, for the purpose of tracing back the 
causes and weighing the consequences of 
actions, that we should attend to the dis*^ 
tinction of character among those who^: 
though very different in their views, are,^ by 
slight observers, considered as one class- 
For instance, 'those who, having little piety, 
H5 them- 
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themselves, are not aware of its different 
effects on the minds of others, are very apt 
to confound all enthusiasts with bigots. Now 
an enthusiast sees the bright side of all ob- 
jects. Except in one of those occasional fits 
of despondency, which are the common 
portion of morbid sensibility, his ardent 
mind gives a bright colouring to all things 
connected with the object of his desires and 
contemplations. He is 4iighly benevolent, 
because the common state of depravity, and 
the common refuge of hope in an only Re- 
deemer, form a sti*ong tie betwixt him and 
those who have already, or may hereafter, 
become penitent like him : 

" These share tlie joy that faith and hope supply." 

Enthusiasm in devotion is thus perfectfy 
compatible with cheerfulness of temper, and 
with the utmost liberality and good-will to 
all who worship the same God, more par- 
ticularly those who hold their salvation by the 
same charter. We may perceive, by a 
little observation of characters which we 
are well acquainted with, that bigotry, so 

ofben 
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often confounded with enthusiasm, is very 
unlike, indeed often opposite to it : it is a 
species of self-deception in those who sub- 
stitute a strong attachment to certain pecu- 
liar opinions, with regard to the ordinances 
of the Divinity, for a love of his essence ;. 
and they mistake a certain vanity in exer- 
cising their faculties upon polemical subjects, 
for a dejight in contemplating the divine per- 
fections. A bigot may be (indeed ofl:en is) 
as sincere as an enthusiast ; but his views da 
not tend to meliorate his temper, or enlarge 
his heart ; they have rather the direct con- 
trary effect. The transition from a bigot to 
a hypocrite is not necessary nor common, 
in ordinary circumstances. Yet a person 
who idolizes his opinions cannot abound in 
charity; and he, who does not love God 
well enou^ to love even his defaced and 
degraded image for his sake, is certainly in 
greater danger of being misled by self- 
interest, into a dereliction of his principles, 
than those whose hearts are warmed and 
expanded by their devotion. He may in- 
sensibly be led to cherish a degree of spiritual 
H 6 pride, 
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pride, teaching him to impose on othen» 
(and even on himself if that were possible) 
austerity of manners and outward observ- 
ances, for that religion " which is first pure, 
then peaceable, gentle, and easy to be en- 
treated." In many instances, it would be the 
greatest presumption in any human being 
to say where bigotry ended, and hypocrisy 
began. 

You may observe instances of Cromwell's 
leaders, especially those who commanded m 
Ireland, and executed what they called di- 
vine vengeance against the catholic ^-. 
risons, perpetrating such deeds of cruelty as 
human nature shudders at. Yet, so tho- 
roughly satisfied were these men, that they 
were acting according to conscience, that 
they not only lived a self-denied and pious, 
life ever after, but closed the scene on the 
scaffold, (upon tlie change of government) 
with serenity ; professing their dependence 
on the Divine mercy, full of concern for 
" having fallen short of the glory of God,** 
^s they expressed it, and "being unprofit-^ 
able servants ;" yet not feeling tlie least ap- 
parent 
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parent compunction for cruelties acted and 
ordered by them. 

All this is not mere digression, though it 
may seem so; for if one did not read the 
history of that age of wonders with some 
attention to the shades and degrees of guilty 
that were forced upon some by the rushing 
cataract of furious party-zeal in their asso- 
ciates, and whidi others slid into when once 
they departed in a slight degree from the un- 
varying path of rectitude, to do evil that 
good might come of it ; if one dW not attend 
to the gradations by which certain characters 
sunk in value and efficacy, and thus gave 
room to unprincipled individuals of the 
same party to take the lead ; one shwild 
shrink back with horror from human nature 
itself, wearing such a deformed and dis- 
astrous aspect. The opposite parties, too,, 
were too much exasperated to speak witte 
trutli and ciandour of each other. Yet even 
tliose barbarous factions, while they broke 
down restraints, so as to shew the human- 
heart in its utmost deformity and depravity, 
produced many virtues, elicited much bra- 
very, 
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very, fidelity, and tru« patriotism, that 
would otherwise never have been roused 
into action. Ail this is not Cromwell. I 
have tired your patience, and my own, with 
this long letter ; I shall therefore defer my 
opinion of him to another, which you must 
encourage me to write to you. I must only 
say at present, that I am not over-dazded by 
his abilities : his was a life of contingencies, 
made or patched up out of the fragments of 
other people's broken systems; he lay on 
the watch for cai^ual advantages, snatched 
rtiera from friends and foes, and pursued 
them to the utmost This, a man of plan 
CMT system could not have done. When 'he 
had converted his warmest friends into his 
bitterest enemies, his only hope of impunity 
was, by climbing up out of their reach. In 
his elevation he found his only safety ; but 
the wretchedness of that elevation, the 
Hiisery of ruUng by cruel and incessant 
expedients, and living in perpetual dread,^ 
and dying at last of ceaseless and secret 
perturbations, afford a still stronger lesson 
against 

" Vaulting 
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** Vaulting ambition, which overleaps itself/' 

than even that awful one which history and 
poetry have blended their powers to impress, 
iu the instructive scenes of Macbeth. I 
have, as usual, wandered, but my hope and 
intention, dear Sir, is to amuse you ; and 
that, perhaps, I may do as much by the 
starts and excursions of an unformed mind, 
as by methodically and consequentially de- 
tailing opinions not worthy yom* attention. I 
hope this will find your domestic peace 
established, and your mind reconciled to 
those evils which wisdom cannot prevent; 
though virtue, and, above all, that rarest 
virtue, patience, may convert them into 
blessings. Not a word more about Crom- 
well, till you tell me how I acquit myself m 
the untried region of criticism. 
I am always, 
with great esteem and deference, 
Your obedient servant 
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LETTER XXr. 

TO COLLECTOR MACVICAR. 

Fort Augustus, June 30, 1773. 
I REALLY cannot determine whether you^ 
my dear Sir, are amusing yourself witb 
harmless raillery at the expence of your too 
presumptuous correspondent, or, whether 
you mix serious opinions with a Uttle grave 
irony. As I feel myself very unequal to 
meet you upon the ground of raillery, I 
shall willingly take it for granted, that you 
are " quite serious," and as seriously com- 
ply with your requisition. In short, I 
will endeavour to point out the sources 
whence this " premature information and 
reflection has been derived." Spirit of 
Biography I (Muse of Biography! methinks 
I should rather say) on what calm elevation 
dost thou reside, suiTounded by the powers^ 
of just discrimination, candid discussion,, 
and true delineation?— Could I trace thy 
lo abode 
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nbode far, far beyond the clouds of passion^ 
and mists of prejudice, I would invoke tiiy 
assistance to portray a faint sketch of the 
useful and happy life, the estimable and 
singular chaiucter of tlie ftiend of my child- 
hood, the instructress of my youth, and the 
existing model, in my mind, of the highest 
practical virtue. Madam, or Aunt Schuyler, *" 

then; 

• Auut Schuyler's father was called Cuyler. — 
Lord Howe, killed in 175&, I think, at the lines of 
Ticondcroga ; Lord Loudon ; General, aftcrwards^ 
Lord Aoiberst; General Sir Thomas Gage; Sir 
William Johnson ; iind every other person whop 
during that period, acted any distinguished part in, 
the Canadian war, were intimate in her family. — 
Aunt Schuyler lived in Albany, and was a de- 
scendant of those Dutch settlers by whom the- 
province was occupied when we got. it in exchanges 
for Surifiam. She was well known over all Norths 
America,, and to all the British officers of any note,, 
who served there in the war which concluded at tho 
commencement of the present reigi\. Her fath'e^^B^ 
name was Cuyler« Among the children brought up 
On Aunt Schuyler's knees, was her husband'* 
nephew, General Philip Schuyler, to whom the 
British troops under Burgoyne surrendered at 
Saratoga j^— and Brigadier General Cuyler, her owa 

nephew,^ 
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then, for so, by universal consent, she wqb 
indiscriminately called, in the province of 
New York, was daugter to one of the first 
and most respectable characters existing in 
that province, when it fell under the do- 
minion of the English. His name w€ts 
Cuylar, and his descendants are still nu-> 
marous and prosperous in that country, to 
which prosperity my friend's wisdpm and 
goodness contributed not a little. This 
Cuyler was the person who brought 
over the four Mohawk kings, who wert 
mentioned by the Spectator as ex^dtrng so 
much wonder in England. He was intro- 
duced to Queen Anne, and had several 
conversations with her. She offered to 
knight him, but he refused, not choosing an 
elevatioii unusual in that country, which 
would make an invidious distinction betwixt 
him and his friends. Some years after his 
return, his daughter Catalina, then about 

nephew, who was, and I believe is still, in the 
service of this country. Several others of them 
were distingufshed in their own country, though 
unknown here. 

eighteen, 
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eighteen, was married to Colonel Schuyler, 
who possessed an estate above Albany, in 
the direction which led to the vicinity of the 
French and hostile Indians. He was a per- 
son whose calm, temperate wisdom,- singular 
proUty, and thorough knowledge of the 
afiRurs and interests of the bordering nations, 
had given him a very great influence, not 
only in his own province, but among the 
Indians axni Canadian French, whose re* 
spective languages he spoke flua[|tly. He 
was wealthy, and very generous, and 
so public-spirited; that though be ^ 
all in his power to prevent war^ bein^ 
in fitct, a 

" Lover of peace, and friend of human kind j*^ 

yet, when he saw it inevitable, he raised a 
regiment at his own expence, and was the 
first who gave character or energy to the 
provincial troops. To detail instances of 
public virtue in this truly great and good 
man, would, in feet, be giving the history 
of the province during his lifetime. From 
the place where he lived, he stood, as it 
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were, a barrier between the Indians and the 
inhabitants. Of high and distin^wshed 
utility was this mild, philosophic, and 
Christian character; yet, unless he had 
met a congenial mind, he could neither have 
done so much good, nor prevented so much 
evil. Ldickily for the public, they had no 
family; therefore, p'eatly resembling each 
other, both in taste, and inclmation, and 
intellectual powers, their efforts were all 
directed one way. At that timet here were 
not many settlers in the province who were 
acquainted with the English langHS^e ; and 
tiiese generally entertakied a rooted pre- 
judice, nay aversion, to the very army 
whicli came to protect them. In the hospi- 
tality, intelligence, and pleasing conver- 
isation of this very worthy pair, these officers 
always found a refuge ; firom them they met 
with a ccmlial kindness, sound advice, and 
useful information. Petty and crooked 
policy was unknown in this patriarchal fa- 
mily, where a succession of adopted chil- 
dren, judiciously educated, and a number 
of domestic slaves, very kindly and tenderly 

treated^ 
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treated, formed a happy community, who 
were directed ^\ith such prudence, that they 
left leisure to their rulers for beneficence 
still more widely difiused, and for studies of 
the most useful nature. Their acquaintance 
with elegant literature was, perhaps, not 
very extensive; the Spectator, tiie tragedy 
of Cato, and the works of Milton and 
Young, being the only books I remember to 
have met with, exclusive of history, biogra- 
phy, and memcHrs : of these, indeeed, there 
was a very ample collection, which had 
been carefiilly read, and thoroughly digested, 
by the owners ; and which not ohly furnished 
very firequently matter of conversatioi^ but 
materials for reflection, and for that system 
of policy by which their plans wore regulated. 
They had three objects in*view, besides the 
great primary one of making their large fa-: 
mily as good, and wise, and happy as pps* 
flible: the first was, to prevent injustice 
being done to the Indians, to conciliate their 
affections, and to meliorate their condition ; 
the second, to alleviate the hardships and 
difficulties to which the British troops were ex- 

V posed, 
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posed, from marcliing into unknown wilder- 
nesses, by receiving them into their family, 
making them acqwainted witli the nature of 
the comitry, and the manner of managing the 
stubborn tempers of the boorish inhabitants, 
avoiding ambushes^ and reconcihng Indian 
nations to our government. On these 
occasions, they would accommodate in the 
house, those officers, whose morals and 
manners recommended them most, and al- 
low the parties of soldiers, as they passed, 
a lodging in their offices, and an abundant 
supply of milk and vegetables. The third 
object to which their wisdom and humanity 
were directed was, the protection and com- 
fort of new settlers, on their neighbouring 
bcmndaiy, to whom they were ever ready to 
extend a helping hand, both in the way of 
adviceand assistance. Indeed, so well did 
they understand the interests and defence of 
that growing colony, and the important 
frontier on which they hved, that every new 
governor always came up to consult them, 
and no public measure was thought safe till 
the Colonel approved of it. In the mean 
13 time, 
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time, their house was an academy for morals, 
for manners, and for solid knowledge. 
There the best company was always to be 
met ; there the most important topics were 
discussed, dispassionately and fully; there 
conversation, properly so called, was culti-' 
vated, and tasted. The little embellish- 
ments and elegancies of life, perhaps, had 
no great share in these • discussions ; but 
she, 

** Whose mind was moral as the preacher's tongue. 
And strong, to wield all science worth the name," 

was well skilled in the holy scriptures, and 
, intimately acquainted with the writings of the 
best divines and historians. I say she, for the 
Colonel died before I knew her, after they had 
lived forty years together, in unexampled liap- 
piness; and reared (from the time of their 
being weawd, till they married, or launched 
out into active life ) fifteen nieces, nephews, or 
other rdatives, several of whom have since 
been distinguished, both for their merit and 
their uncommoa success in various pursuits^ 
Soon after the death of her lamented partner. 
Madam Schuyler removed to the town of 

Albany, 
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Albany, that she might more freely enjoy 
iier choice of society, — people, whcxn ex- 
^rience in the world, or superior attain-^ 
ments, made suitable associates foe a mind 
so sound and so enlightened. Her husband 
had left her all his possessions. The use she 
made of her wealth was to keep a kind of 
open table for strangers who were in any 
respect worthy of admittance ; and to edu- 
cate, in succession, the children of different 
relations of hei* beloved consort Many 
particulars, relative to this excdlent person's 
life and manners, would be weli wcM^th jwre- 
serving; %nd, if I outlive her, {for I hope 
she still does live,) I think I shall, some 
time or other, endeavour to please myself 
at least, by preserving a memoir of a life so 
valuable and exemplary. — But to the pointy 
In the eighth year of my age, we removed 
from the fort, to make room for some otlier 
regiment Lodging next this good lady m 
town, I took a great fancy to a beautiful 
child, a relation whom she was bringing up 
in the house; and my father attracted Madam 
Schuyler's notice by his piety, not veiy fre- 
quently 
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quently a distinguishing feature in tlie military 
character. I will not tire you with the detail 
of all the little circumstances that gradually 
acquired me the place in her favour which I 
ever continued to possess. She saw me reading 
Paradise Lost with delighted attention ; slie 
was astonished to see a child take pleasure in 
such a book, and no less so to observe, that 
I loved to sit thoughtful by her, and hear 
the conversations of elderly and grave 
people. 

My father, on leaving tlie army, took a 
small fami of her s ; sh« still grew more at- 
tached to me, and I lived with her for two 
winters. She professed a desire to keep mc 
entirely, if ray parents would part with me. 
I was admitted to the honour of being her 
constant companion, slept in her room, and 
was entertained with many interesting de- 
tails, which to hear did I, like Desdemona, 
*^ seriously incline," and she was gratified 
with my attention. Whatever culture my 
imind has received I owe to her. Beyond 
the knowledge of my first duties I jsliould 
scarce have proceeded, or rather, I should 
VOL. u I have 
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have become almost savage, in a retreat 
which precluded me from the advantages of 
society, as well as those of education. It is 
now three years since I have heard of her. 
When we left her, tlie discontents against 
the mother-country were daily on the in- 
crease. Her influence, which was very 
considerable, w^s all tiirown into the op- 
posite scale. I fear her latter days will be 
darkened by that disaffection to the parent 
state, which she always dreaded would 
become the consequence of peace and 
security.— Now, dear Sir, you have traced 
ail this premature reflection to its true and 
veritable source ; and you will possibly call 
it parrotism ; nay, what is more, and worse, 
you will possibly not be far mistaken. 

Adieu ! dear Sin Thank me for making 
known to you a mind worthy of your o^vn ; 
whose place you haye in some degree sup- 
plied to 

Your attached and grateful, &c. &c. 
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LETTER XXn. 

TO MISS REID. 

Fort Augustus, June 91, 1775. 

I HOPE you are now satisfied with my 
diligent and unwearied endeavours toanmse 
you, and make you present here as much* 
as possible. I don't know as to the worth 
of the people. They certainly take a great 
deal too much pleasure in turning each other 
into ridicule ; one is greatly amused ; but I 
don't know that we ought to indulge such 
amusement 

I wish you saw how gay and pleasing 
summer looks here now ; but no one will 
admire it with me^ and delight, as I do, in 
seeing nature unmasked and unfettered. I 
feel my mind rise to a kind of melancholy 
greatness, when I contemplate these scenes^ 
particulariy by moonlight; but I think I 
should rejoice once more if I met with one 
that tasted all this as t do. I am sefeed^ 
with longings for you all that are very paih- 
I ^ fill ; 
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ful ; tiobody will care for me here, because 
nobody willjunderstand me, I cannot Wame 
them. I am too rustic, too simple at least, 
for people of the world, witli whom manner 
is every thing ; and though myself unedu- 
cated, I pdnfuUy feel I have too much re- 
finement, too much delicacy for uninfonned 
people, with whom I feel no point of union 
but simplicity. Tis pity there are no her- 
mitesses ; I should just now like to be one. 
All the spirit that diverted you in my de- 
scription of our garrisonians, is evaporated. 
They are diverting originals, but their rest- 
lessness and discontent provoke me. Mi- 
litary people always speak with pleasure of 
the place where they have been, or where 
they are going, but never are satisfied where 
they are. One sees them too near here. 
They are generally well-bred, and entertain- 
ing, but often hard, and heartless at bottom ; 
and always arbitrary in their families, when 
they have them. They rail constantly 
at this 'place, yet, perhaps, they will never 
be so happy when they leave it. I would 
rather be a beetle under a stone, than a 

dragon 
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dragon fly, blown with every blast. — Good 
nii^ht ; I am peevish, but not at you, spiiit. 
of trutli and gentleness ! 

'* Meek n^tuiVs cbiUl, again adieu I*'' 



L £ T T E R XXIIL 

TO MISS OURRY (nOW MRS. F R.) 

Fort Augustus, May 24, 177'f, 
You see I have lostno time in complying- 
with your most agreeable pit)posat» Yes^ 
my beloved sister, let us, solitary beii^s as 
we are, in our respective families, supply 
that endearing relation to each other. You 
have only anticipated me, for the thought 
was my own. Of course you had a right to iti 
Kindred and united minds like ours should 
surely maintain a closer intercourse than we 
have hitherto had it in our power to do. Our 
separation has made us experience the 
mournful solitude of the heart, ** the amitng 
^oid left aching in ihe breast," occasioned 
by the waat of that luxury of affection, ime- 
1 3 pnationi^ 
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gination, and intelligence, which wc have so 
long sliared together. The beautiful caves at 
Inchnacardach, the wild hanging gardens of 
Glendoe, and the echoing glen by the wa- 
terfall at Culacliy, restore jour image to luy 
solitary musings, only to make me feel your 
loss the more. Never will any one enjoy 
these scenes with me as you have done. 
Never was the true, the genuine love of 
nature, e^o strcna, in a per.son bred in the very 
niidsl of that sooiciy that was, most of all, 
estranged from Jt. Can you ever forget the 
sweet summer evening, behind tlie great 
white rose bush, when we first found each 
other out? Sacred for ever be tbe hour to 
virtue and to fiiendsliip! The smile of 
nature brightening every - object round 
that enchaia ting garden; the full sonorous 
murmui: of the ' Qich oyer its fantastic 
gmvelly shores; and' the thrush's vesper 
bymn from Thicket Island,, so jiear, so in- 
McessiWe,: and so attractive, all opened 
anfl ..soothed our minds, and half an houi' 
Aid^m much, as half an age would baye done^ 
ia:any oth^r placej opened, our hearts^ ' and 
1^ • i made 



d by Google 



THE MOUNTAINS. I75 

made us know we were worthy to mingle 
them. Sure, if we have guardian angels^^^ 
they mu^t have smiled together on an union 
productive of such innocent felicity ; may I 
'not add, useful improvement? Ho^v i^adly 
I look at eight on the glacis, wheif-e we u3ed 
to spend the full hour from thut to nine, in 
convoying and recdnvoyingeach other. TheSfe 
tender recollections are indeed ** pleasaiit 
yet mournful to the soul." I cannot com- 
plain much of solitude in the strict sense of 
l:he word ; we are now become acquainted 
Hvith ournei^bours all around, dnd seetlietrt 
often. You know what a \vide w^ord neigh- ' 
%ourhoo(l is in this thin peopled country, 
^side, w-^e are all now tamdd dnd softened, 
and Ute on such a good footing With each 
Dther/ that we ate like young lafhbkins sport- 
ing in a green meadow^ as your antiquated 
friend expressed it. I, never bein^ used to' 
kcc much company, particularly fine' com- 
pany, have nothing to' complain of on fhal 
score; but, O ! my >sancy, ask your own 
heart what pleasure mine finds in the society 
of. common acquaintances, selfish, super- 
14 ficial, 
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iicial, and possibly deceitful. Christifta 
Alacpherson stands a worthy exception to 
this general character, whit^h you will easily 
perceive to be tlie drawing of chagrin. Yet her 
sound understanding and steady attachment, 
though valuable in themselves* cannot 
supply the place of the numberless, name- 
less^ links by wliich our minds were con- 
nected; those conversations where perfect 
freedom^ witliout the least tincture of rude 
familiarity, unveiled tlie inmost thduglits of 
oi^r^earts, which must be depraved and de- 
generated, before our mutu^ ^Section can 
be abated, far less extinguished. • I know 
not where I am wandering but I meant to 
tell you^ fh^t . tliere are a thou&and things 
which occur in the, course of my reading and 
ob$eryaliqn, to dejight and interest me, of 
)vhich she has no idea ; for this, she is not 
to blame, . but^ I am t,o be pitied. W'ere it 
not for the Gorrcspon^cnce i keep up with 
you ^id my dear Harriet, I should find 
this exile glpohiy iiKlced. Yet, though I 
feel unwilling to sqlxnjt to, its wholesome 
bitternec^, . my reason informs me ihat even 

this 
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this exile has its advantage^ considered m 
one point of view. Y6ur penetration en-- 
abled you to discover in my mind a strange 
mixture of wild enthustasm of imagi^ 
nation, widi mdolent tranquillity of temper. 
The retired manner in which I havebeeHi 
brought up, equally remote from the refinecC 
artifice of higher life, and the necessary 
activity and confined notions of tdie mofaj. 
have nourished my peculiarities. So has 
the little company I have kept ; these were 
niostiyofthe same primitive cast^ and laj 
under tiie same disadvantages of being 
^equally unfit for vulgar and what the workt 
calls elegant society. The mournful event* 
to which you are no stranger, blasting the 
flattering picture of felicity which my heart 
had too fondly indulged, fixed in my mind & 
cast of pensive thought, which has been altera 
nately sustained by tl>e tenderness of fi:iend- 
ship, and the reveries of solitude ; so that I 
am now neither fit for any other situation, ma 
desirous of a cheaige, lest it should prove* ' 
<* A bitter change^^-severor for severe.'" 

;v * ' The death of a young friei^ \ 

15 * * * 
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• •» * # # p # . -^ 
* » * #..#*.. 

Ififaeayen shaaH -favour our ardent wishes 
of once more OQeefiug, I hope the ehange 
sfiU not be ailisadvantageous one. I should 
irahie your society more tiian fewc, now I 
know what it is to be. deprived of that or any 
pther suitable to my taste. VVfaatevertliange 
n necesaaiy habit of prudence and reserve 
oaay iiave made .on my manners, you will 
£nd my heart the «ame, and we shall meet 
V if we parted yesterday : my soul foretells 
ihat this meetiK^ and ail wela^ave seen since 
we parted, will only make us value cack 
otiaer )the more. 

I wish we were once more together, with 
the privilege of teasing poor Fungy^ by 
Affecting learning, and mis-pronoundng 
hard words. What jSl dilemma his desire of 
appearii^ gallant and well-bred, combining 
with his real hatred for the sex, used to 
reduce him to! He might have furnished 
a ne^ character for a comedy. Shall we 
never more hold him in diace, throu^ the 
windings of the zig-zag road, where he used 
3 to 
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knowing that we otily wished to frighten 
him.' liiave often smiled by myself at the 
^collection of our* industry in tormenting 
liim, and never hear a hard word murdered, 
but what <i2 crowned tat in a mtiori of ideaJ^ 
twiiigs him into my head. I was so much' 
^tertairied by your lively and humorous de- 
scription of your place of residence and its . 
inhabitants, tiiat I could not resist reading 
a paVt of it to my father, who was quiter 
charmed with it, and, having taken his tour 
of duty through many parts of Ireland, is , 
the better qualified to judge of the veri- 
similitude of your description. Vanity has 
her votaries every where ; but pn the Hi- 
bernian shore, she is more devoutly wor- 
shipped than any saint of the country. She 
holds the place there which pride does here : 
I don't know how to strike the balance. Va- 
nity is in better humour, but pride tells, 
fewer lies. The first is more pleasing, the ^ 

* Concatenation of ideas : a word invented to 
tease Captain D'Arippe, of the 15tb, who of all 
things dreaded female pedants^ 

16 latter 
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lattct safer. May tlie dominion: of ether 
be far froi;n our peaceful bosoms, I con- 
clude this letter of declamation, by tellin, 
you it shall be directly followed by ^ ope of 
faitliful narrati(Hi,. giving you a brief history 
of this little epitome of the great world . you 
ipre ranging through., Short may your cc^ 
centric course prove. If I were a star, I 
should like to be a fixed one. Be you in 
the mean time my guiding planet, and shed 
sw^et influence on yoi^ unaltered fripnd* 
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L E T T Ell XXIV. 

TO MISS OURRY. 

, ., Fort Augustus, Marct 10, ITT^, , 
.MY DZAREST, 

Yours cama just in time to relieve my 
anxiety, : and prevent me. from absolutely. 
<le,spairing of ever bearii>g ^K)re fVom you*- 
Need/ 1 teU you my mijeasin^s^, or how I 
rejoiced on receiving another pr(iof of your 
continued love ? My pleasure . changed too 
scwi to melancholy, wlien I understood the ^ 
droadful dilemma you are^l in about this. 
American voyage, which impend^t too surdy 
oyer you : I had indeed. heard that the 15th' 
were under orders for An^erica, but did not; 
drea^n of Captain Ourry s accompanying 
tliem; ,and,I examined every newspaper in 
liqpeSipf finding his name changed, or sold 
oqtr How gdeved and i^rpriz^d yras Ito 
hear that he. is in danger ofi bcin^ once 
more \Qjfn &om the embracer of -a fiimily 

»o 
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SO dear to him, who have already spent so 
many tedious years in lamenting his ab- 
sence, and. this to .plunge into the most 
cruel and horrid of wars ; whose most de^ 
sirable event can beenly tliat of successfully 
devastating with bloodshed and destruction 
a country, late the most peaceful and happy 
on earth, but never, never to be happy 
more, end this as it may. ' The cup was 
too full to hold, yeft I did iiot tliink it would 
be spiit thus rudely. How dear must vic- 
tory be bought with Hhe, lives of our fellow 
subjecfe and former frfends ! But I will na 
longer tonnfent 'myself or you, with giving 
vecA to all the sad reflections arising fi^ni 
this most painftil subject. Y^t why were 
yoa not more distiriot and particular ? Alas ! 
I fear all our pirayers and hopes for the 
d^*ed reconciliation, m\\ prove friiitless. 
The divine justice seems about to display 
iteelf in taking sisnial vengeance OA the ini- 
quities of the times. The corruption of liie 
parent state, which leads her to an inordinate - 
enj<^jftnentof those: advant«^es, that fifce pos- 
sesses in t^re-emiiwnee of all ottiers) arid her ^ 

ungratefidi 
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tingreteful neglect of tlie source ofalltbo^ 
blessings, seenjs aiTived at its height; and 
:wiU be requited by the ingratitude of those 
colonies which owe their existence to her. 
There was a time when such a half-moral^ 
half-political . imrangue fiom your .fi-iend 
•would have made you laugh ; hut now fatal 
necessity urges us to take more than a com- 
mon share in the puWic calamity — calamity 
how heavy, and how general, when we> 
who, in the sequestered vale, of life, might 
be supposed exempted from my other share 
tlian the tribute which humanity pays to the 
^K)es of human kind, are forced for those 
dearest to us to have our hearts wrimg with 
anguish hithert© unknown !. I deeply sym- 
pathize with . your sufferings, on account of 
the worthy Captain's illness, and that of 
your good mother. Alas ! my dear girl, wd 
were sisters by sentiment and inclination 
before, huttiow I may hail you as a sister 
. $uflferer,i ' You have jaaet, or are likely to 
eaeet, wiA the train vof sorrows that have 
<3tecurcd the morning of my. youth. .These 

I ac- 
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I account salutary drops of bitteimesS thrown 
into my cup, lest the tranquil easiness of my 
temper, and that range of imagination which 
furnishes me with a boundiess store of ideal 
pleasures, should raise my enjoyment of 
life beyond what is destined for this im- 
perfect state. You will too feelingly trace 
the resemblance which I aHudeto; the daily 
safFerings and broken spirits of a beloved 
parent, bursting asunder the tendei-est ties 
of affection^ and hurrying me away, far, 
very fsw, from those whose presence was 
life and joy to me I I hop^ you will not 
finish the resemblance, by being forced to 
cross the Atlantic with the same desponding 
reluctance which, hung upon the spirits of 
your friend on a similar occasion. Never 
shall I forget the emotioft^ with which I saw 
the Cape of Neversink melt into air; 
when I bade the last farewel to the dear 
tovcd coast of America^ which I am now 
certain I shall never more behold. My dear 
fiiends were beginning to be persecuted for 
their loyalty, before we came away, ^for 
4 evea 
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even then the storm began to lower. -^ Poor 
lost Letch* ! his khigdom is not o^ this 
world, that* is evident. What a 'crush to 
the spirit of a young soldier, to be forced ft) 
forsake a profession he was so attached td, 
at the very time that military merit had the 
fairest chance for distinction and reward ! I 
wish you had given more particulars Of his 
parting behaviour. I am glad he spoke so 
plainly, because it no doubt relieved his 
mind, and the assurance of your cbirip^ssiph 
and esteem, which w^s all he could feason- 
aljly^ hope, would be so »ednsoling to him. 
Yoo will'think rtity Expectations roilidntiij, a^ 
usual, but still I will hope oar friend ^enry 
has embraced the only profession he is fitted 
for. The zeieLlous^^ fervour of his attachment^, 

* Henry. Letch was the son of a physician, of 
The same name, in Mark Lane. He was sent very 
early into' tlie army, full of' romantic prejudicc^j 
which led ^jjni'into bt«lttd less pro fuslcU!l^alKl fendleiw 
errors. With^ great purity of h^ai^t,^ ahd upfightr 
ness of intention, be. very early dissi^^a\ed his^pa- 
trimony, and §oon after was so. mu(!h i^i debt as to 
be obliged to stll liis^dfnmissich, aSou*l thb ]>eri(#d 
when this lotter was WMrfenl' '^ - '^^'^-^ i - '^ ^ 

' his 
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his glowing admiration of superior excellence, 
and the ardour of his conceptions, will find 
adequate object^, where the affections of his 
heart, and services of his future life, will, I 
trust, be dedicated. How happy those 
whom the storms of life drive so early to 
Ihetr best, their final harbour ! Tlmt ab- 
hoiTence of vice which would be a coimntial 
/goiirce of vexutiwi, in slruj^ling tlirough 
the scenes of active liiq, will be very well 
suited to the daties of ^pastor ; besidee, th^ 
emphatic eloquence which makes every \tord 
of our poor firiend «p inteii^gting, will; be pe- 
<?uliarly suked to the pulpit — How tmx^ 
^pew thii^ imv^ I to (ell you. of? A ne»' 
jcousin, whom I am much pleased with. He 
)ia? learning, t^ste, and ui^derstandijig. I 
find him in many respects ver^ congenial 
with my disposition. Then we have got ,a 
hew church, built % subscription, mind, 
^hatit woiidd do your heart good to sae, ajfid 
your soul good to hear sermon in: — poor 
Mrs. Brown! — how much Sympathy she 
jfljaips. ^ M^pid play-fellow George is now 
doing penance at Qp§ton* Wc have been 

quite 
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quite animated all summer, ivitb flocks of 
wild geese Irom your country.- Lament mitA^ 
Txn^ for we have had Another ship load' of 
emigrants, marching off to their Chaldea, 
for sncli I know it will appear to them. I 
have a good mind to pray for a heart of 
»tc'iie. Your old friend, the Honourable 
Captain Murray^'^ commands the invalids 
here, and paj^^ed the summer amongst U3. 
He i'i more Ijclplcas thun you saw hi.n, but 
has still equal spirits, aud amiable manners; 
We often conversed about you, and he begs 
you may not forget Imn. Mr. G. left us 
last week to be settled in Badenock. Our 

parting: was~ almost. affeSing — 

Ue was proud ©f your notice and remem- 
bcaoce, and begs me to assure you of his 
cordial good wishes. 

* # * # - # # # 

Pray write immediately on receipt of 
this. Stay at home one night from your Hi- 
bernian llanelagli, and /renounce noise and 

* William Murray, brother to the Eurl of Dun- 
more; who had formerly residecT near Captain 
Gurry, and was intimately known to that family, 

hcad-ach 
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liead-ach to gratify your friend. Pmy ex- 
plam yourself about being sick of elegance. 
I dton't remember teasing you about tRe 
word; but my out of the world edu- 
cation, and primitive notions, and almost 
savage simplicity of ta&te, made yours seem 
to me to border on false refinement I 
tiiumph ia your confession, having always 
assured myself that your native sensibility 
and ripened judgment would lead you back 
to the paths of nature and of truth. The» 
you will fully relish that chaste and sublime 
simplicity in style, in manners, and in sen- 
timent, which delights the untutored mind. 
Your change of taste will sliew you many 
tilings, which you once thought eccentric, in a 
very different light Tell the Captain and hia 
lady I rejoice in their kind mmembrance of 
me, and shall never forget them. Friend 
Henry too Ihall be remembered with all his- 
imperfectuMiR on his head. . Adieu ! I 
shall always be very tenderly your sister and. 
friciid. 
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LETTER XXV. 



TO MISS OURRY. 



Fort Augustus, May 26, 1775. 

To rejoin — I can the -better comprehend 
your pair of ducks, as we have now in the 
garrison a couple (not a pair) who are 
newly arrived from Ireland, and alwayj 
talk with fond regret of Dublin, as the 
centre of all their joys. They have so 
much external and superficial elegance, and 
soUttle of that refinement of sentiment and 
manners which emanates from the heart, 
that I never see them without thinking of 
your new acquired friends. They are natives 
of this countiy, and have a singular history. 
♦ ##«««♦ 
lit m ^ * ^ Hk 
They are ibnd of company without real 
hospitality, or the least regard for their 
guests, whom they look upon as merely 
implements to Wll time withv They behave 
to each other with a kind of civility -which 

S3ems 
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seems rather a substitute for tenderness, 
than a proof of it.. There is a negative 
merit which must be allowed to those well- 
bred people, .who never offend or oblige 
you, but are satisfied witli amusing and 
being amused. They are, perhaps, safer 
than people of mere virtue, who hav^ quicker 
feelings and more earnestness. They have 
neither acrimony enough to feel quick disgust 
at vice and folly, nor benevolence to be 
delighted with the excellencies of God s 
creatm-es. They neither love nor hate cor- 
dially, but just consider people as cards to 
play with. Now I can't endure to be a 
card, since I can't aspire at being queen of 
hearts. Yet if you knew how eagerly I 
set about gardening, and how stoutly I la- 
boured at transplanting, you would be apt 
to call me queen of spades. I have dwelt 
thus minutely on these chartcters, as I tliink 
them a sample or counterparts of those you 
daily meet i with.. I: am sorry the general 
rage for disflipatioii, and your indignant 
fediogp at k, should lead you to think your 
mind oontracted 9*^*-^ 

" I do 
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" d do not think my sister so to seek 
And so unprincipled in virtue's book, , 
And that calm peace which goodness bosoms 
ever/' 

as, to saifer th^ depravity which prevails 
around her to produce any lasting sentiment, 
but pity, which must uideed on some oc* 
colons be mingled with contempt. AVhatever . 
you say in a momentary heat, I am sure 
your good sense and kindly affections will 
preserve you from a gloomy disgust at human , 
nature, on account of the vice and absurdity ^ 
of individuals, to whose nature it belongs to 
rush into full display, while the pious, the 
modest, and the good, serve God and their . 
fellow-creatures in quiet obscurity. 

When we forsake the paths of nature and 
simplicity, in a restless pursuit of. amuse- 
ment, vanity and ostentation generally take 
the lead of all the passions. That principle 
which leads the human mifld so eagerly to 
desire the approb3.tion of its fellow-mprtid^, 
Wits certainly plisujed within us. as a spur, , 
not only to the desire, but to the attainment . 
of applause ; m^ if people, appl^iJeidrrOnl-y / 

wha 
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what was right, it might answer noble pur- 
poses. But, alas ! when conscious we no 
Idhger deserve esteem, we grasp at admi- 
ration, and endeavour to conceal our wants 
of real happiness and self-enjoyment, under 
the veil of external gaiety and artificial mirth. 
TTie glossy varnish of politeness, which, like 
the skin of a snake, though bright and 
pleasing to the view, is cold and'sfippery ta 
the touch, we are taught to substitute for the 
lively glow and artless tenderness of ti'ue 
benevolence. Be merciful even to tlie per- 
version of Irish hospitality. Excess of good 
nature first makds them wretched, and then 
necessity makes them cunning. To be truly 
and austerely good among such a " perverse 
and crooked generation,'* requires the reso- 
lution of a confessor at least. But you must 
at all events preserve your charity, were 
9At but to guard the purity of your own 
heart. 

Occasional solitude is a blessing which 

every well regulated mind would long for, if 

deprived of that privilege. Remember 

wbat our fevburite Young says of . 

' ' <* Owr 
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*f Our reason, guardian angel and our God." 
I have a particular pleasure in reading the 
pencil-marked lines that we compared to- 
gether. I>,wi»h we could read some more 
chosen books in that way, whenever we meet, 
as meet we shall, I trust: — we may then 
have the satisfaction of tracing the similarity 
of our respective tastes. You desire a his- 
tory of the garrison, but so bad a news- 
monger and narrator am I, that unless I go 
through it i la militairey somewhat in the 
order of the muster-roll, I shall lose myself. 
The. prime personage then remains much as 
you left him; if any thing, he mends; stays 
more at home, and is content to pry less. 
But whether this be reformation or decline, 
this deponent saith not. G.'s good na- 
ture and salt-water wit continue to grow 
and prosper. He will never want a butt 
while we have a ruler. I have a notion I, 
too, furnish one occasionally; but it is wit 
without valour, for his is always an absent 
butt. I have one way of keeping these 
gentry in order; lean see they dread my 
contempt. Now, next to being toved, the 
VOL. I. ic best 
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best thing is to be feared ; and when people 
know you incapable of meanness and deceit, 
depend upon it, they will fear you. Mrs. 
N. is still the alternate prey of doubts and 
despondency : you w ould pity her if you 
knew half what she suffers. Yet who can 
imagine it better than you, by w hat you 
saw your own mother suffer in the like situ- 
ation. To be sure Mrs. N.'s feelings are on 
no occasion veiy lively; yet, though we 
children of fancy suffer more than others, 
both have many consolations. Besides the 
sympathy of friendship, and the ardour of 
hope, we build the prettiest castles imagin- 
able, tenant them with courteoas knights 
and vutuous dames, and then sit, rent-free, 
in tliese airy dwellings. Mrs. N. seldom 
hears of her husband ; he is prisoner some- 
where on the frontier of Pennsylvania, 

- Now I hope I have made the 

^hole garrison known to you. Our new- 
Surgeon is an original, whom I would wish 
you to know, but I have not colours where- 
with to pcdnt him. He was very stiff and 
pedantic, but that begins to wear off. He 

is. 
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is, Idaresaj^ well principbd; but, though 
he has solid learning, I believe, and very 
sound sense I am sure, — ^he has neither fancy 
nor feeling, and has the presumption to 
laugh at sentiment ; you may believe I grow 
very angry, and attempt to be severe, and 
then he rallies me about morbid sensibility, 
as he calls it. He is very provoking, and 
quite incorrigible. I always tell him he will 
meet an Iphigenia somewhere*. Remember 
me respectfully to your father and mother, 
and kindly to every one you think has any 
kindness for me. Adieu, dearest Nancy I 
only sister — beloved friend. Farewel. 

Tom cat is well, and lives in clover. 
But Perry's harmless life is over : 
To tell you that he died quite mad, 
Will melt your heart, and make you sad : 
But when you know he sleeps in peace, 
Methinks your grief, lik^ mine, should cease^ 

♦ He is now happily married, and settled ia 
Edinburgh ; is a particular friend of the Author's, 
«tfid a valuable member of society. 



K2 
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LETTER XXVI. 



TO MISS OURRY. 



Fort Augustus, Feb. 15, 1776. 
(The month of our nativity.) 
My dearest girl ! I most sincerely for- 
give your perplexing and mortifying silence, 
and most willingly attribute the chasm in oui" 
correspondence to any other motiv(!j than in- 
difference, altogether inconsistent as it is 
with the sincerity and affection which form 
so great and distinguishing a part of your 
character. But now, that my forgiveness may 
be as sincere as I know your penitence to be, 
let me, with my accustomed freedom, warn 
you of tlie consequences of indulging tliat 
unfriendly indolence, less pardonable in 
your active, lively disposition, than in my 
easy and indolent one. I have admired this 
vivacity without envy, and am therefore 
cntided to reap the firuits of it. I was vaih 
of your attainments, and always thought 
3 myself 
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myself deficient of nothing which you pos- 
sessed ; it was enough for me that we hfti 
them betiye^ft us^ Tlik is digresslon-^but I 
resume. In the present unsettled habits of 
your life, there is nothing you ought to be so 
carefttl of, a^ cherishing those friendships 
which have given you so much pleasure, and 
ilone you so much good in your earlier years ; , 
for indeed, as poor Pope said when he wa« 
dying, and saw things as they are, " There 
is nothing worth living for but virtue and 
iiiendship j" aiid mcndsfaip is a part <rf vhrtuei 
When the one withers, the other will droop. 
Friendship is the misletoe growing on the 
oak of virtue. I fancy when the Druids 
cut the misletoe with golden sickles, they had 
a kind of presciaice of the dear and close 
ties that gold was^ destined in after ages to 
divide. Seriously, if the friendships that 
have formed the delight and comfort of the 
earlier stage of life were once extinguished 
in your breast, no later formed attachment 
would ever supply their loss. You will 
meet with many agreeable acquaintances in 
your peregrinations; nay, in the country 
K.3: where 
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where you are, you run a chance of being 
^veriKhdined with civility by the one sex, 
and comphment by the o&er ; but where 

will you find the playful innocence of ^ 

the solid sense and rational attachment of 
— ~, or the sincere and constant affection of 
her whom you have thus long neglected ? 
Yes, my dear sister, in the best sense of the 
word, sister of my heart, and of my vowed 
affection, if you aHow trivial motives to 
estrange you firom your friends, as their re- 
membrance cannot die in your heart, it will 
only live to torment you. I could not endure 
to think of my friends when I could no longer 
think of them with pleasure. Any thing 
may be endured but remorse; 'tis the 
dreaded future punishment begun on earth. 
Sweetly mournful is the recollection of those, 
with whom and for whom we have lived in 
tender confidence and unity. Should they 
depart for ever, when we can look back 
blameless, in the midst of our sorrow, we 
are pleased with the consciousness that the 
sacred approbation of virtue consecrates the 
tender regret. Transient intimacies will 

never 
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never fill the gloomy vacuity which extin- 
guished affections leave in the heart. Vainly, 
if that were the case, would you endeavour 
to fill the chasm in your mind with amuse- 
ments ending in satiety and disgust. Now, 
in my turn, let me ask pardon for these 
transgressions on your patience ; be assured 
they are owing to the anxiety of a heart 
which, though fully convinced of your pre - 
sent regard, dreads few things so much as 
your future indifference. You would have 
gratifi^ci m^ by saviaii more about your new 
acquaintances and present employments. 
What have you been doing ? Your worked 
gown unfinished, all your friends ne- 
glected, and all this in a place so remote, 
and, by your own description, unsocial! 
What will become of you in the hurry and 
dbsipation of Dublin, if you contrive to be 
thus mysteriously engrossed on the banks of 
the notorious Shannon, which one might 
suppose to be th(; chosen retreat of dulness ? 
Y^, when I think of it, it is not lead, but 
bniss, that people are said to acquire by 
plunging into it Alas ! for our poor unhappy 
K4 brother! 
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brother*! How afflicting isyourWstory, and 
yet how well we might foresee what has 
happened. 
" Curse on his virtues, they've undone himself/' 

But what is virtue, or can it indeed exist, 
without self-command, and self-denial ? 
What avails to poor Henry, that he had no 
vicious propensities, when he has contrived 
his own ruin, and, what is much worse, ren- 
dered himself contemptible, by indulging in- 
clinations tending to elegance and virtue, 

^^j — . ^ ^/ounds:' inis ii is to De« 

mother s darling, and to be Dn Dodd's 
pupil, and to skim the smooth surface of 
knowledge, and as Voltaire said of Rousseau, 
" To talk of virtue and philosophy, till no- 
body shall know what virtue and philosophy 
is/^ 

♦ Henry Letch, who delighted to style himself 
our brother, was at an early age, with eleven other 
youths, tlie children of wealthy parents, placed 
tinder the care of the too well known Dr. Dodd ; 
and, in common with the rest, received very flimsy 
and superficial notions of morality and religion, and 
an extravagant taste for elegance and false refine- 
ments. He was fond of walking with us, reading to 

us. 
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Dearest Nancy, let this sad example- 
t^ach us, to go higher than essays and 
novels, for our divinity and morality. These 
must be ^thered with labour, and are 
worth the labour of gathering. — Now spirit: 
of Lycurgus, and soul of Leonidas, and shade 
of king Agis, — and all other laconic powers ! : 
g^ssist me, to cram, and crowd, and crush? 
together in a few pithy sentences, thenar-- 
ration of domestic transactions. Know, then, 
that after the dissolution ajid scatteration of 
last year's happy trio, another sprung up in = 
its room, of wliich triangle I am die base, , 
as you right wcwrthily were of the former. 
GhiTstina made one of the sides, and you 
easily guess the other. Well, for a time w§ 
rejoiced together with perfect harmony, being 

in 

us, &c. And we hoped, betwixt reasoning and 
ridicule, to wean him from his absurdities— but to 
little purpose. Adversity, however, seemed to pro- 
duce the desired effect. He took orders, and ob- 
tained some chaplaincy about Dublin Castle, and > 
seemed to apply seriously to the duties of his - 
function; but was, about the year 1778, cut off by 
the gaol fever, which he had caught by a voluntary 
attendance oa sick prisoners* 
k5; 
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insuchaneasy, sauntering^ playfiil humdrum 
way, that we all insensibly became more ancP 
more necessary to each other, because in- 
fact wc saw no great motive to care for any 
•ne else. However, this was too good to 
last. I found the thermometer rising toa 
high in a certain point. I thought it was. 
being too like the world to see what was 
right in my friends' cases only, and not 
practise it in my own^ and so finally, I did' 
what formerly I advised you to do; and' 
now, being very proud^ we tliink it incum- 
bent to be very sulky. But every nursery 
maid knows that the best cure for sulkihess 
is just- — to- let* it alone. Adieu! my dear 
friend ; tell those that remember me, that 
I never forget any one I ever cared for. I 
have a thousand good wishes to send you^ 
which this paper cannot hold. Remember 
me, and set it. in your tablets, or ■ m y; 
^ost will haunt youu. 
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LETTER XXVIL 

TO MISS EWING, GLASGOW, 

Fort Augustus, June 5tb, 1778» 

Now, as you have my letter from In-r 

Temess, containing much weighty matter, it 

©nly remains to tell you, that I met my father,. 

in the Governor's carriage, at the Fall of 

Fyers> vulg^ly called the halfway house ;, 

and of joy there was abundance, which 

consoled me for parting ia the morning with 

those dear creatures, Mr. and Mrs. Tody 

and various other privations, one of which^ 

though a fencifiily was to me a heavy one ; 

for the delight I should have had in riding 

through the woods on the Loch side was so» 

embittered by thoughts of how you would 

Jhave enjoyed it ; and tliea I was so teased 

with the aflfected rural taste of one of the 

Inverness beaux, who accompanied me,, 

that I was tempted, like Phoebe's lover,, ia 

the song— To 

X& "* Ciy 
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« Cry Sirrah ! and give him a blpw with my crook," 

as he did to his dog Tray, for fawning when 
his lovership was out of humour. — Well, 
my father and I proceeded by ourselves, 
and, after much " fair discourse," arrived 
by tea time, where I found Mrs. Newmarch 
and the Miss Campbells Duntroon waiting 
for me. I leave you to judge my feelings 
at meeting my dear mother,, and finding 
myself safely and happily arrived among a 
circle of kind friends. 

We have had a visit from the new married 
couple, who are doubtless oddly matched. 
*^ Speak ye who best can tell," whether 
sons of light or not, and inform us how this 
woman came to take that man, who is a 
good creature too ; huk her refinement, and 
her prospects, and her brother ! She is the 
person whom Johnson mentions in his Tour^ 
whom he met at Rasay, and again at her 
brother's house in the Isle of Sky. She look§ 
much up to that surly sage, and received 
letters and presents of books firom him. 

The eldest of the fair Argathelians is really 
astonishing for womanly appearrniccL; and I 

am 
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am told her genius, &c. I heard much of her 
at Perth. By all I hear and see, I have 
taken it in my head that she is a kind of 
Amale Quixote, bwt a very improvable sub* 
ject ; and when she begins to know the im- 
portance of common duties, and the value of 
native elegance, and modest merit unaccom- 
panied by talent; when she discovers that 
there is something in the world worth loving, 
besides virtue mounted on stilts, and genius 
soaring among the clouds ; so benevolent a 
mind, brought down from these false ele- 
vations, may be the delight of her friends, 
and an ornament to society. 

Here follows a list of worthies, to whom in 
my name you must say something tender, 
grateful, kind, and emphatic, according to the 
various characters you address, beginning 
always with Miss Pagan. * ♦ * * # 

discharging tiiese debts of lore, you will 
make me easy. Then shall the soul of your 
friend rest in this lAmbus Patrum^ purifying, 
and refining to fit it for the society of those 
blessed, who inhabit Clydeside, Cartside, 

and 
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and Kdvinside, and say tlieir prayers in the 
dear land of my nativity. Adieu, collectively, 
ye worthies of Clydesdale ! Farewel, indi- 
vidually, friend of my forlorn heart. 



LETTER XXVIIL. 

TO MISS ETVING, GLASGOTT. 

Fort Augustus, June 8th, 1778. 

# # « # * # , » 

• * # The joy of Christie's meet- 
ing and mine passes description. Yet she 
is somehow melancholy, and for this tiiere 
is some cause. She has too strong and 
steady a mind, and is^ too constantly occu- 
pied to sink causeless.. Her sister-in-law is^ 
when in health, a well-bred good-humoured 
woman ; but so nervous, and those com- 
plaints^ recur so often, and are so fatal to the 
peace,^ and to the temper, of those aflSicted 
with them, who are generally uneven and 
capricious; in her case this only shows 
itself in sudden attachments^ and a greajt 

I fondnesB. 
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fondness for new favourites, and prejudices 
against others at first sight. I am at present 
a great favourite, but no ways desirous of 
cultivating that favour. I am not in a 
humour for studying tempers ; the days are 
fast receding that saw me prone to admire, 
and to deck every one, merely tolerable^ 
with a thousand fancied charms. Besides, I 
grow very deaf to the lamentations of those, 
who meet no person or thing that is right or 
upright. Tlie new light that has flashed ia 
on my mind, shows me that the evil lies often 
in the sweet suiFerer s own downy bosom-. 
Now I must not dismiss this, " Sunbeam of 
the Isle of Mist,** without telling you that she 
is formed like a nymph, moves like a grace^ 
sings like a syren, and plays like 'a muse; 
in short, if she wore a mask, we should 
expect an angel ; but, alas! where the loves 
and smiles were wont to live so amicably 
together,, and play at hide and seek ift 
dimples, their arch foe, the small-pox, has 
exalted his repulsive trophies ;^ and sure 
©ever was victory so complete. Now here 
i& enough, of Culachy gossiping. But there 

are 
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are two new stars risen In our horizon, of 
whom I must say something. The eldest 

Miss C , then; is a wonderful girl of 

her age, scarce sixteen, ha$a fine under- 
standing, seems good hearted, and has a 
turn for reflection, which, properly di- 
rected, might be a source of improvement 
and advantage to her. But her mind seems 
to have been in a hot-bed ; every thing is 
premature beyond the simplicity natural to - 
that age. I cannot develope her ; one 
minute I think I know her^ and the next she 
is out of sight : I am sure she does not wish 
to deceive me, but so young a philosopher 
may possibly deceive herself. In the mean 
time she is much inclined to muse and 
warble, and would have me tune a responsive 
lyre ; but her muse and mine are of a dif- 
ferent family ; her's is in waiting from dawn 
to twili^t, and moreover " visits her nightly," 
while my inspirations coihe " Like angel' 
visits, few and far between," and have 
for some time ceased entirely. Two or three 
times short answers have been foiH:ed out of 
me^ all deprecatbg further solicitation. I 

send : 
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send you two very comely efforts of hers. 
One stanza of my last shall serve as a 
sample : 

The leisure hour alone the Muse requires, 
The still retreat to peace and virtue dear ; 
From vulgar eyes conceals her sacred fires^ 
* But calls on heaven, and heaven-taught souls ta 
hear. 

J)ut this hint i3 unavailing ; and so are all 
my attempts at reformation ; nothing indeed 
but wofiil experience can reclaim wilful wi^ 
though its ways are not ways of pleasantness, 

ttOf yet Its patns pe^fece* i>o% *«,..««. .mm* 
thing to want a mother, and be toi^t about 
among artificial characters, of whom I have 
seen so many, even in this retreat, that I 
sicken more and more for you and the other 
children of simplicity, in whom " all my 
delights are placed." Adieu, my daisy, my 
violet, my all that is native and genuine I 
Fondly adieu i 
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LETTER XXIX. 

TO MISS JANE EWING, GLASGOW. 

Fort Augustus, July 1st, 1778- 
MY DEAR JANE, 

Now that I am settled, and have leisure 
to be angry, I am out of all patience at not 
hearing from any of you this age. I had 
letters by Perth only once since I arrived. 

Aa for mV tmnb- •♦ *~^- U-^-v- orw x*yt>\^ * " T 

-.^ — ^ ^^K^^^j^^y It liud u^^\^iA .^vy » • ^AA ueateu 
by your cousin, that it still remains peace^ 
ably, though the carrier be arrived. What 
to do or say, I know not, and far less 
what to put on ***** * 

I lost a good conveyance for a letter, and 
that a letter to Lady Isabella, by going 
on a grand party of pleasure on the Loch. 
There was the Governor and his new 
espoused love, who, by the bye, is very 
well, considering frank and cheerful, and 
so forth; and there were the two Miss 
Campbells Duntroon, blithe bonny lasses ; 

and 
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And there was the noble Admiral of the 
lake, and his fair sister ; and the Doctor, 
and another beau, whom you 1 ave not the 
honour to know. We went on board our 
galley, which is a fine litde vessel, with a 
commodious and elegant cabin. 

The day was charming, the scene around 
was in itself sublime and cheerful, enlivened 
by sunshine and the music of the birds, that 
answered each other loudly from the woody 
mountains on each sidie of the Loch. On 
leaving the fort, we fired our swivels, ^^ 
displayed our colours. On our arrival 
opposite Glenmoriston, we repeated this 
ceremony, and sent out our boat for as many 
of the family as chose to come on board. 
The Laird himself, his beautiful daughter, 
and her admirer, . obeyed the summons: 
they dined with us, and then we proceeded 
to the celebrated Fall of Fyers. 

I had seen this wonder before, but never 
to such advantage. Strangers generally 
come from the high road, and look down 
upon it; but the true sublime and beautiful 
is to be attained by going from the lake by 

Fyers 
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Fyers House, as we did, to look up to it 
We landed at the river's mouth, and had to 
walk up near a mile, through picturesque 
openii^, in a grove of weeping birch, so 
fresh with the spray of the feB, that iiEs 
odours exhale constantly. We arrived at 
one of the most singular and romantic scenes 
the imagination can conceive. At the foot 
of the rock ovar which the river falls is a 
$mail circular bottom, in which rises, a3 it 
were, a little Verdant hillock of a triangular 
form, which one Tniorh t: imagine an altar 

erected to the impetuous Naiad of this ovei- 
whelming stream; tiiis rustic shrine, and 
the verdant sanctuaary in which it stands, are 
adorned by the hand of nature with a rich 
profusion of bea!|tiful flowers and luxuriant 
herbage. No wonder, overhung as it is 
with gloomy woods and abrupt precipices^ 
no rude blast visits this sacred solitude; 
while perpetual mists, from the cataract 
that thunders above it, keep it for ever fresh 
with dewy moisture ; and the " showery 
prism" bends its splendid arch continually 
over the humid flowers that adorn its en- 
trance.. 
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trance. Now do not think me romancing^ 
and I shall account to you in some measure 
for the^ formation and fertility of this charm- 
ing little Delta. Know, then, that the 
nymph of the Fyers, abundantly clamorous 
in summer, becomes in winter a most tre- 
mendous fury, sweeping every thing before 
her with inconceivable violence. The litde 
eminence which rises so oddly in " nature's 
softest freshest lap," was most probably at 
first a portion of rock forced down by the 
violence of the wintry torrent, and as the 
river covers this spot in floods, successive 
winters might bring down rich soil, which, 
arrested by the fragment above said, in 
process of time formed the altar I speak of. 
Along with this rich sediment left by the 
subsiding waters, are conveyed the seeds and 
roots of plants from all the varieties of soil 
which the torrent has ravaged : hence 
" flowers of all l^ues, and without thorn the 
rose f at least I could expect flowers worthy 
of Paradise in this luxuriant recess. While 
you stand in this indianted vale, there is 
nothing but verdure, mui^; and tranquillity 

around 
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around you ; but if you look to eitlier side, 
abiiipt rocks and unsupported trees growing 
from their clefts, threaten to overwhelm you. 
Looking back, you see the river foanriing 
through a narrow opening, and thundering 
and raging over broken crags almost above 
ydur head ; looking downwards, you see the 
same river, after having been collected in a 
deep basin at your feet, rolling rapidly over 
steep rocks, like steps of stairs, till at last 
it winds quietly through the sweet peaceful 
scene at Fyers House, and loses itself in 
Loch Ness. Now to what purpose have I 
taken up my own time and yours with this 
tedious description, which, after all, gives 
you no just idea of the place ? 

When we returned on board, our spirits, 
being by this time exhausted with walking 
and wonder, and talking and thunder, and 
so forth, began to flag. One lady, always 
delicate and nervous, was sqjzed with a fit, 
a hysterical one, that frigkted us all. I 
cut her iaces, suppressed her struggles, and 
supported her in my arms during the pa- 
roxysm, which lasted near two hours. What 

you 
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you must allow to be very generous in the 
company, not one of them seemed to envy 
my place, or made tlie smallest effort to 
supplant me in it. We drank tea most 
sociably, however; landed our Glenmoriston 
friends, and tried to proceed homeward, but 
adverse fate had determined we should sup 
there too, and so arrested us with a dead calm 
four miles from home. Now midnight up- 
proached, and with it gloomy discontent and 
drowsy insipidity. Our chief took a fit of 
the fidgets, and begun to cry Poh, Poh; his 
lady took a fit of yawning; his little grand- 
son took a fit of crying, which made his 
daughter take a fit of anger; the Doctor 
took a fit of snoring ; even the good natured 
Admiral took a fit of fretting, because tlie 
sailors had taken a fit of drinking. All of a 
sudden the Miss C.'s took a fit of singing, to 
the great annoyance of the unharmonious 
^oupe ; when I went to the deck, fell into 
a fit of meditatidn, and began to say, ** How 
sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank." 
Indeed nothing could be more inspiring; 
now silvery caknn^i slumbered on the 

deep, 
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deep, the moonbeams quivered on the sur- 
face of the water^and shed a mild radiance 
on the trees; the sjty was unclouded, and 
the sound t)f. the distant waterfall alone 
disturbed the universal stillness. But th« 
general ill humour disturbed my rising 
rapture, for it . was now two o'clock, and 
nobody cared for poetry or moonhght but 
myself. Well, we saw the wind would not 
rise, and so we put out tlie boat, some 
growling,- others vapid, and the rest half 
asleep. The gentlemen, however, rowed 
us hon^e, and left the galley to the drunken 
sailors. You -may judgt hoV gaUy \fe 
arrived. " ' * ' * ' . 

I fancy Solomon had just returned from a 
long party of pleasure on the sea of Tiberias, 
where one of his Mistresses had the hysterics, 
when he drew the pensive conclusion, that 
" all is vanity and vexation of spirit." Adieu ! 
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